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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Harry Wildair, an airy Gentleman, af- 
fecting humorous gaiety, and freedom in 
* his behaviour. 


generous. 

Vizard, outwardly pious, otherwiſe a great 
Debauchee, and villainous, 

Smuggler, an old Merchant. 


Standard, a diſbanded Colonel, brave and 4 


Clincber, a pert London Prentice, turn'd Beau, 


and affecting travel. 
Clincher, jun. his Brother, educated in the 
country. . 
Dicky, his Man. 
Tom Errand, a Porter. 


W O ME N. 


Lurewell, a Lady of a jilting temper, pro- 
ceeding from a reſentment of her wrongs 
from men. 


Lady Darling, an old Lady, Mother to 
Angelica. | | 


Angelica, a Woman of Honour. 


Parly, Maid to Lure well. 
5 Cunſtalle, Aud, Porter's IWije, Servants, QC. 
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nter Vizard wwith a letter, ſer van following. 


| | VI ZARA D. 42 
A NGELIC A ſend it back unopen'd! ſay you? 
Serv. As you ſee, fir. = | 
Vis. The pride of theſe virtuous Women is more ia- 
ſufferable, than the immodeſty ot proſtitutes. - After 
all my encouragement to flight me thus! | 
| Ser. She ſaid, fir, that imagining your morals ſin- 
cere, ſhe gave you acceſs to her convertation ; but that 
your late behaviour in her company has convinced her, 
that your love and religion are both hypocriſy, and that 
ſhe believes your letter like yourtelf, tair on the outſide, 
foul within; ſo lent it back unopen'd. 5 
Viz. May obitinacy guard her beauty till wrinkles bu- 
ry it; then may defire prevail to make her curſe that 
untimely pride her diſappointed age repents — I'll be 
revenged the very firit Ry you the old 
Lady Darling, her mother : „ e 
Serv. Yes, fir, and ſhe was pleaſed to ſay much in 
your commendation. 7 
Viz. That's my cue — an efteem grafted in old age is 
hardly rooted out; years ſtiffen their opinions with their 
bodies ; and old zeal is only to be cozen'd by young hy- 
pocriſy — run to the Lady Lurewell's, and know of her 
| A 2 ; 5 e maid, 
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maid, whether her ladyſhip will he at home this evening. 
Her beauty is ſufficient cute for Angelica's ſcorn. x er. 
[Vizard pull; out a book, reads, and walks abut. 
5 Enter Smuggler. 
| Smug. Ay, there's a pattern for the young men o' th' 
times; at his meditation fo early: ſome book of pious 
ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent fellow! [afide.} O 
uncle Smuggler ! to find you in this end o' th' town is a 
nuracle. _ - 


| Szug. I have ſeen a miracle this morning, indeed, 
| couſin Figzard. | | 


Viz. What was it, pray fir ? 
Smug. A man at his devotion ſo near the court —I'm 
very glad, boy, that you keep your fanctity untainted in 
this infectious place; the very air of this park is heathen- 
iſh, and every man's breath I meet ſcents of atheilm. 


Viz. Surely, fir, ſome great cencern muſt bring you 


to this unſanQify'd end of the town. CR 
Smug. A very unfanctily'd concern, truly, couſin, 
Fiz. What is't ? | 5 

Smug. A law-ſuit, boy — ſhall I tell you? — wy ſhip 

the Swan is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſtians, laden wit 


Portugal wines: now the impudent rogue of a tide-wai- 


ter has the face to affirm, 'tis French wines in Spaniſh 
caſks, and has indicted me upon the ſtatute — O, con- 
ſcience, conſcience! theſe tide-waiters and ſurveyors 
plague us more with their French wines, than the war 
did with French Privateers — ay, there's another plague 
of the nation a red coat and feather. | 
| | Enter Colonel Standard. 
Vis. Col. Standard, I'm your humble ſervant, 

Stand. May be not, fir. : 8 

Viz. Why ſo? | 

Stand. Becauſe — I'm diſbanded. 
Viz. How? broke! bs 


Stand. This very morning, in Hide Park, my brave 
regiment, a thouſand men, that look'd like licns yelter- 


day, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and ſimple as 
the herd of deer that graz'd beſide 'em. . 
Smug. Tal, al, deral. | finging.] I'll have a bonfire this 
night as high as the monunient. 
| 7 0 | Stand. 


rr 
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Stand. A bonfire! thou dry, wither'd ill- nature; bad 
not thele brave fel'ows {words defended you, your houſe 
had been a bonfire ere this about your cars —did we 
not venture our lives, fir ? 
Smug. And did not we pay for your lives, fir? —— 
venture your lives! I'm ſure we ventured our money, 


and that's life and ſoul to ime — Sir, we'll maintain you 


no longer. 

Stand. Then your wives thall, old Afeon: there are 
five and thirty ſtrapping 7 officers gone this morning ta 
live upon free quarter in the city. 

Smug. O lord! I, O Lord! 1 hal have a ſon within 


thele nine months, boin with a leaving ſtaff in his hand, 
Sir, you are — 


Stand. What, fir ? | 

Smug. Sir, I fay, that you are 

Stand. What, fir ? | 

Smug.. Dilbanced, fir, that's all — | ſee my lawyer 
vonder. Exit. 

Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry tor your misfortune. 

Stand. Why to? I don't come to borrow money of 


you; if you are my friend, ineet me this evening at the 


Rummer, Ii pay my foy. drink a health to my king, 


protperity to my country; and away tor Hungary to- 
morrow morning. 


Viz. What! vou won't leave us? 5 
Stand. Whar | a foldier tay here! to look like an old 


pair of colours in efAminfer bal, tagged and rutty! no, 


no 


[| met yeſterda v 2 broken licutenant, he was a- 


ſhamed to own that he wanted a dinner, but bcg'deigh- 


teen pence of me to buy a new ſheath for his word. 
Viz. O, but you have good itien.'s, colonel! 
Stand. O very good :iiends! wy father's a lord, and 


my elder brother a beau. 


Vis. But your country may perhaps want your ford 
again. 


Stand. Nay, for that matter, let but a ſingle drum beat 
up for volunteers between Ludgate and Charing-crefs, 


and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of Buda. 


Viz. Come, come, colonel, there are ways of making 


Jour fortune at home make your addreſſes to the fair, 
youre a man of honour and courage. 


„ Stand. 


** 


ture! 
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Stand. Ay, my courage is like to do me wongrous fcr- 
vice with the fair: this pretty croſs cut over my eye will 
attract a dutcheſs — I warrant 'twill be a mighty grace 
to my ogling —— had] uſed the firatagem of a certain 
brother colonel of mine, I might ſucceed. 

Viz. What was it, pray? 

Stand. Why, to ſave his pretty face for the women, 
he always turn'd his back upon the enemy — he was a 
man of honour for the ladies. 


never fail, you muſt get a miſtreſs. | 
Stand. Prithee, no more on't — you have awaken'd a 


| thought, from which and the kingdom | would have 
ſtoll'n away at once. to be plain, I have a miſtreſs. 


Viz. And ſhe's cruel ? 
Stand. No. 


Fiz. Her parents prevent your bappineſs ? 
Srand. Nor that. 


Fiz. Then ſhe has no fortune. 


virtue to beat off their aſſaults. O /izard ! ſuch a crea- 
hey dey! who the devil have we here? 
Vis. '| de joy of the play-houſe. and lite of the park, 


Enter Sir Harry \\ icair, crofſe; the lage finging, with 


foot men after him. 


Sir Harry Wildair newly come trom Paris. 


Stand. Sir Harry Wildair! did not he make a cam- 
paign in Flanders, ſome three or four years ago * 2 
Via. | he lame. 
Stand. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely. 
Viz Why not? Coſt think bravery and gayety are in- 
conſiſtent ? he's a gentleman of moſt happy circumſtan- 
ces, boumo a plentiſul eftate, has had a genteel and eaſy 
education; tree from the rigidneſs of teachers and pe- 


dlantry of ſchools. His florid conſtitution being never 


ruffled by misfortune, nor ftinted in its pleaſures, has 
render d him entertaining to others, and eaſy to himſelf, 


turning all paſſion into gaiety of humour, by which he 
chuſes rather to rejoice his friends, than be hated by | 


ry: as you ſhall lee. 


wr ns. 
Wild. Ha, Fizard ! 


ye 
&. Tas es | Vis. 


Viz. Come, come, the loves of Mars and Venus Will 


Stand. A large one, beauty to tempt all mankind, and 


ho 


r 
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Viz. Sir Harry ! | | 

Wild. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick 
ſo long? I thought thy hypocriſy had] been wedced to 
5 pulpit- cuſhion long ago — Sir, it I miſtake not your 


face, your name is Standard. 


Stand. Sir Hurry, I'm your humble ſervant. 

Wild. Come, gentlemen, the news, the news o' th 
town: for I'm Jul arrived. 

Viz. Why, in the city end o' th' town, we're playing 
the knave to get eſtates. 

Stand. And in the court end, playing the fool ia 
ſpending ein. | | : | 
Wild. Juſt ſo in Paris; I'm glad we're growngo 


modiſh. 


Viz. We are all ſo reforn''d, that gallantry is taken 


for vice. 


Stand. And hypocriſy for religion. 

Wild. A la mode de Paris again. | 
Vis. Not one whore between Ludgate and Alugate. 

Stand. But ten times more cuckoles than ever. 

Jig. Nothing like an oath in the city. 

Stand. That's a miſtake ; for my major ſwore a hun- 
ered and fiſty laſt night to a meichant's wite in her 
bed- chamber. | IQ. 

Wild. P'thaw, this is trifling ; tell we news, gentle- 
men. What lord has lately broke his fortune at the 
groom-porters?® or his heart at New market, for the lots 
of a race? what wife has been lately ſuing in Do&or's- 
commons for alimony ? or what daughter run away with 
ber father's Valet? what beau gave the nobleſt ball at 
the Bath, or had the fineit coach in the ring? I want 
news, gentlemen. _ 5 5 

Stand. Faith, ſir, theſe are no news at all. | 

Viz. But pray, Sir Haryy, tell us ſome news of your 
travels. „ | 

Wild. With all my heart — you muſt know then, I 


went over to Amflerdam in a Dutch ſhip; I there had a 


Dutch whore for five ſtivers: I went from thænce to Lan- 


dien, where I was heartily drubb'd in the battle with the 
but-end af a Swiſs muſket. I thence went to Paris, 
Where I had half a dozen intrigues, bought half a dozen 


new 
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new ſuits, fought a couple of duels, and here 1 am a- 
gain in /tatu quo. 
Vis. But we heard that you deſign'd to make the tour 
of Italy; what brought you buck to ſoon ? 

Wild. That which brought you into the world, and 
may perhaps carry you out of it; a woman. 

Stand. What! quit the pleaſures of travel for a wo- 
man |! 

Wild. Ay, colonel, for ſuch a ome] [ had rather 
ſee her Ruelle than the palace of Lexis le Grand. There's 
more glory in her file, than in the Jubilee at Rome; 
and would rather kits her hand than the Pope's Toe. 
th You, colonel, have been very laviſh in the beau- 


I — . 
— ́ — 
— p —— . => — — 


— 


— 
2 * 
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ty 
been no leſs eloquent i in the praiſe of his: now will Ulay 
you both ten guineas a- piece, that neither of them is ſo 


pretty, ſo witty, or lo virtuous as mine. 
Suu. Tis gone. 


— — —— 


— — —-— 
_ —_— 


where my miſtreis may be found; the left Paris about a 
month veiure me, ande had an account | 
Stand. How, fir! leit Paris about a month 3 vou! 


{ | 
q Wild. Ay, but I know not w here, and perhaps mayn't | 


| fund her this fortnight, 
1 Stand Her name, pray, Sir Harry? 
* Ay, ay, her name, perhaps we know her. 
Hild. Her name! ay — ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 


WE that ever was made of fleſh and blood; her lips lo 
balmy ſweet 


Stand. But her name, kr. 


— — 2 
* 


Ul. heave, ſo heave? 

| Fix. But her name, fir, her quality? 
j Wild. Then her ſhape, colonel. 

* Stand. But het name I want, ſir. 

1 Wild. Then her eyes, Vizard ! | 
Stand F'ihaw, Sir Harry, her name, or nothing. 


Labin. 


cle. Vixard, you * certainly loſt your wager: . 
Vis. 


Wild. Il double the ſtakes — but, gentlemen, now 
1 think on't, how ſhall we be reſolved? for I know not 


Mild. Then her neck and breaſt ; — her breaſts do ſo 


Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the Lady 
— but then her foot, gentlemen, ſhe dances to a mira- 


24 An 


nd virtue of your miſtrels; and Sir Harry here has | 


5 * 
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Vis. Why, you have loſt your ſenſes; we ſha!l never 
diſcover the piQure unleſs you [ub!cribe the tame. 
id. Then ber name is Lurerwell. 


Stand. S'death, my miſtrets. [ Afide. 
Vis. My miſtreſs, by Jupiter. [Afide. 
Wild. Do you know her, gentlemen? 


Stand. I have ſeen her, fir. 
; Wild. Can'ſt tell where ſhe lodges ; tell me, dear co- 
lonel? 4 8 3 
Stand. Your humble ſetvant, fir. Exit Standard. 
Wild. Nay, hold, colunel, I'll follow you, and will 
| know. - | 5 [Runs out. 
Vai. The Lady Lurewel! his miſtreſs! he loves her; 
but ſhe loves me — but he's a baronet, and I plain Vi- 
zard; he has a coach and fix, and I walk a-foot ; I was 
dted in London, and he in Paris — that very circumſtance 
has murder'd me— then ſome ſtratagem muſt be laid to 
divert his pretenſions. WW 
f Re-enter Wildair. | 25 
PMild. Prithee, Dich, what makes the colonel ſo out 
of humour ? 5 | 1 | 
Us. Becauſe he's out of pay, I ſuppoſe. 
Wild. Slife, that's true, I was beginning to miſtruſt. 
ſome rivalſhip in the caſe. . 
Vis. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the colonel 
can fight, Sir Harry. | | 
Wild, Fight! p'ſhaw ! but he can't dance, ha! we 
| contend for a wowan, Vizard ! s'liſe, man, if ladies 
were to be gain'd Þy ſword and piſtol only, what the 
devil ſhould all the beaux do ? | 
ix. Vil try him farther (afide.) But wou'd not you 
dir Harry, fight for this woman you to admire? 
Mild. Fight! let me conſider. I love her, that's 
tue — but then I love honeſt Sir Harry H{ildair better. 
Tbe Lady Lur eavell is divinely charming — tight — but 
then a thruſt i“ th' guts, or a Middleſex Jury is as ugly 


— 4 the devil. 


Viz. Ay, Sir Harry, twere a dangerous caſt for a 
beau baronet to be try'd by a parcel of greaſy, grum— 
bling, bartering boobies, who would hang you purely 
becauſe you're a gentleman. „ 5 
Mild. Ay, but on t'other hand, I have money enough 

| N Ti; . tO 
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to bribe the ro2ues with ; ſo upon mature deliberation, | 
I would fight for her — but no more of her. Prithee, | 
Vizard, can't you recommend a friend to a pretty miſ- | 


treſs by the bye, till Ivan find my on? you have ſtore 


Pm ſure ; you cunning poaching dogs make ſurer game 


than we that hunt open and fair. Prithee, now, good 


Vixard. | 
Viz. Let me conſider a little —now love and reven enge | 


_ inſpire my politicks. [Af 


[ Pauſes, whilſt Sir Harry walks ſinging. | 
Wild. P'haw ! thou'rt as long —_— for a new mil- | 
trels, as a drawer is piercing a new pipe 


Viz. I deſign a new pipe for you, and wholeſome 


wine, you'll therefore bear a little expectation. 


Wild. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizard ? { 
Vis. A girl of ſixteen, Sir Harry. | 
Wild. Now, fixteen thouſand bleflings light on thee. | f 

Vis. Pretty and witty. 5 | 
Wild. Ay, ay, but her name, Vizard? 

Viz. Her name! yes — ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt | 
hand that ever was made of fleſh and blood ; her lips | f 
ſo balmy ſweet! | 

Wild. Well, well, but where hall I find her man? | 

Fis. Find her — but then her foot, Sir Haryy ; ſhe | 


dances ta a miracle. 


Wild. Prithee. don't diſtract me. | 

Viz. Well then, you muſt know, that this lady is the | 
cutioſity and ambition of the town; her name's Angelica. 
She that paſſes for her mother is a private bawd, and 
call'd the Lady Darling; the goes for a Baronet's lady 
(no di parage ment to your honour, Sir Harry) 1 aſſure | 


vou. 


Wild. P'ſnaw, bang my honour; but what dect! 


What houſe? 


Vix. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry, you muſt have my paſl- - 
port for your admittance, and you'll find my recom- 
mendation in a line or two will procuie you very civil 


entertainment. I ſuppoſe 20 or 3o pieces bandlomely | | 


placed will gain the point; Vil enture her found. 
Wild. Thou deareſt friend to a man in neceſſity. — 


Here. ficrah, order my coach about to St. James's, Pl 
alk acrots the park. | 12 his ſervant. 


Enid | 


and molt faithful bumble ſervant. 
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Enter Clincher ſenior. 
Clinch. Here ſitrah, order my coach about to St. James's: 
Vil walk acroſs the park too— Mr. Viz rd, your molt de- 
voted — Sir, (to Wildair) I admire the mode of your 


ſfhoulder-knot, methinks it bangs very emphatically, and 
carries an air of travel in it; your {word-knot too is maſt 


ornamentally modiſh, and bears a foreign mein. Gen— 
tlemen, wy brother is juſt arrived in town, fo that being 
upon the wing to kits his hands, I hope you'll pardon 
this abrupt departure; gentlemen, your moſt Tx 
Ea il. 
ild. Prithee, doſt know him? 
Vis. Know bim ! why,'tis Clincher who was appten- 
tice to my uncle Smuggler, the merchant in the city, 
Wild. What makes him ſo gay? 
Fiz. Why he's in mourning for his father ; the kind 
old man in Hertfordſbire Vother day broke his neck a fox- 


hunting; the fon, upon the news, has broke his inden- 


tures, whip'd from behind the counter into tbe ſide- box; 
forſwears merchandize, where he mult live by cheating, 
and uſurps gentility, where he may die by raking. He 
keeps his coach and liveries, brace of gelvings, leaſh of 
mittreſſes, talks of nothing but wines, intrigues, plays, 
faſhions, and going to the Jubilee. 3 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, how many pound of pulvil muſt 
the fellow uſe in ſweetning hiuiſelf from the ſmell of 


hops and tobacco: faugh—i'my conicience methought, 


like Olivia's lover, he ſtunk of Thames-flreet. But now 
for Angelica, that's her name; we'll tv the princeſſes's 
chocolate-houſe, where you ſhall write my paſe-port, 
allons. | | [Exeunt. 
| SCENE E, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings. 
Lurewell, and her maid Parly. 
Lure. Parly, my pocket-book — let me fee — Madrid, 


Venice, Paris, London — ay, London ! they may talk what 


they will of the hot countries. but I find love moſt fruit- 
ful under this climate in a month's ſpace have Igain'd 
let me ſee, imprimis, Col. Standard. : 
| Parly. And how will your ladyſhip manage him? 
Lure. As all ſoldiers ſhould be managed; be ſhall 
ſerve me till I gain my ends, then I diſband him. 
Parly. But he loves you, madam. | 


Lure. 
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| ure. Theteſere I ſcorn him; I hate all that dont 
love me, and flight all that do: would his whole deluding| 
{cx admired me, thus would light them all. My vir 
gin and unwary innocence was wrong d bv faithleſs man, 
but now glance eyes, plot brain. diſſemble face, lie 5 

ngue, and be a ſecond Eve to tempt, ſeduce and damn | 
the treacherous kind let me ſurvey my captives — the 
(.olane! leads the van; next Mr. Vizard, he courts me out ; 
of the Practice of Prety, therefore is a hypocrite: then 
Clincher, he ailores me with orangery, and is conſequent- 
ly a fool; then my old merchant, alderman Smugpler, he's 
a COmpoun i of both out of which medly ot lovers, if 
i don't make good diverſion — what d'ye think, Parly? 

Perly.' T thick, madain, I'm like to be very virtuous 
in your ſervice, if you teach me all thoſe tricks that 
you ule to your lovers. 

Lure. You're a fool, child, ablerrs this, that tho'a 
woman lw car, l en lie, diſſemdle, backbite, be 
proud, vain, malicious, any thing, if' ſhe ſecures the 

main chance, ſhe's ſtill virtuous ; that's a maxim. 

Partly. I can't be perſuaded, tho', madam, but that 

you really loved Sir Harry Hildair in Paris. 

Lure. Of all the lovers I ever had, he was my great- 

eſt plague; for | could never make him uneaſy: I left 
kim involv'd in a duel oa my account, I long ts know 
whether the fop be kill'd or not. 

| 3 Enter Standard. 

O lord, no ſooaer talk of killing, but the ſoldier is con- 
jured up. You're upon hard duty, colonel, to ſetve 
your king, your country, and a miltrels too. 

Stand. "Ihe latter, I muſt confeſs, is the hardeſt; for 
in war, madam, we can be relieve in our duty, but in 

 luve, who would take our paſt is our enemy: emulation 
in glory is tranſporting, but rivals here intolerable. 
Lure. Thoſe that bear away the prize in the field, 
ſhould boaſt the faine ſucceſs in the hed- chamber; and 
T think, conſidering the weakn-ls of our ſex, we ſhould 
make thoſe our companions who can be our champions. 
Stand. 1 once, madam, hoped ti;e honour of detending 
you from all injuries, thro'a title to your lovely perion; 
but now my love muſt attend my fortune. This com- 
miſſion, madam, was my paſs- port to the fair ; adding a 
nobleneſs 


country, and adieu my love. 
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nobleneſs to my paſſion, it ſtampt a value on my love; 
'twas once the life of honour, but now its hearte, and 


with it muſt my love be buried. 


Parly What! diſbanded, colonel ? 

Stand. Yes, Mrs. Parly. 

Parly. Faugh, the nauſeous fellow, he ſtinks of po- 
verty already. | [A ſide. 
Luce. His misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may pre- 
vent my debgns. Aſide. 

Stand. Ti chuſe, madam, rather't to deſtroy my patſion 
by abſcnce abroad, than have i it ſtarved at home. 

Lure. I'm forty, fir, you have ſo mean an opinion of 
my allection, as to imagine it founded upon your for- 
tune. And to convince you of your nuſtake, here I vow 
by all that's tacred, I own the ſame affteQion now as be- 
fore. Let it tuſfice, my fortune is conſiderable. 

Stand. No, madam, no, Ill never be a charge to het 
| love. The man that ſells hinſelf for gold is the 
wor® of proſtitutes. 5 
Lure. Now were he any other creature but a man, 1 
could love him. (Afede 

Stand. This only laſt requeſt [ make ; that no title 
recommend a fool, oſſice introduce a knav e, nor a coat 
a Coward to my place in your affeQiops ; lo fare wel n 
[Exit. 
Lure. Now, the devil take thee for being ſo honour- 
able. Here Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half 858 
diverſion elſe; now for a trial of ſkill. 

Re-enter Colnnel. 


Sir, I hope you'll pardon my curtoley : when do you 
take your journey? 


Stand. To-morrow morning. early lee 8 
Lure. So ſuddenly! which way are you deſign'd to 
travel? 
Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 
Lure. Pray, fir, tell me? pray, fir, 1. intreat * why 
are you ſo obſtinate ? | 
Stand. Why are you ſo curious, madam? 
2 Becauſe . 
tand. What? 
e Becauſe I, I. 
Sand. Becauſe! what, madam? pray, tell me. 
3 | Lure. 
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Lure. Becauſe I deſign — to follow you. [ Crying. 
Stand. Follow me! by all that's great, I ne'er was 


proud before; but love from ſuch a creature might 
ſwell the vanity of the proudeſt prince. Follow me! 
by heavens, thou ſhalt not. What! expoſe thee to the 
hazards of a camp — rather, I'll ſtay, and here bear the 
contempt of fools, and worlt of fortune. 

ure. You need not, tha!l not, my eſtate for both is 


ſuffcient. | 


Stand. Thy eſtate! no, l turn a knave and purchaſe f 


one myſelf; Ill cringe to that preud man I undermine, 


and fawn on him that I would bire to death; I“ tip my 

tongue with flattery, and ſmooth my face with ſmiles; 

Fil turn pimp, intormer, othce-broker, nay, coward, to 

be great; and facrifice it all to thee, ny generous fair. 
Lire. And Il diſſemble, lie, ſwear, jilt, any thing, but 

I'd rewaid thy love, and recompenſe thy noble paſſion. 
Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! poor vir Harry, ha, ha, 

ha ! rather kiſs her hand than the pope's toe, ha, ha, ha! 
Lure. What Sir Harry ? colonel, what Sir Harry ? 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, madam 
Lure. What, is he come over? 


Stand. Ay, and he told me — but ! don't believe a 


tyllable on't. 

Lure. What did he tell you? | 

Stand. Only call'd you his miſtreſs, and pretending to 
be extravagant in your commendation, would vainly in- 
finuare the praiſe of his own judgment and good for- 
tune in a choice „„ „ 
lure. How eaſily is the vanity of fops tickled by 
our lex! | | 1 | 
Stand. Why, your ſex is the vanity of fops. 

Lure. O' my conſcience, 1 believe ſo; this gentleman, 
becauſe he danced well, I pitch'd on for a partner at a 


ball in Paris; and ever ſince he has ſo perſecuted we 


with letters, fongs, dances, ſetenading, flattery, foppery, 
and noife, that I was forced to fly the kingdom — and I 
Warrant you he made you jealous? „„ 

Stand. Faith, madam, I was a little uneaſy. 


Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful revenge; I'll ſend 
him back all his fooliſh letters, ſongs and verſes, and you 
| Fourſelt ſhall carry emu; "twill afford you opportunity of 


triumph- 
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triumphing, and free me from his fartker impertinence; 
for of all men he's my averſion. I'll run and fetch them 
inſtantly. | | 5 Exil. 

Stand. Dear madam, a rare project: how I ſhall bear 
him like Aeon, with his own dogs — well, Mrs. Parly 
'tis order'd by Af of Parliament, that you receive no 
more pieces, Mrs. Parly. e 

Parly. Tis provided by the ſame act, that you ſend 


no more meſſages by me, good colonel; you muſt not 


pretend to fend any more letters, unleſs you can pay 


the poſtage. 
Stand. Come, come! don't be mercenary, take ex- 


ample by your lady, be honourable. 


Parly. A-lack-a-Cay, fir, it ſhews as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imitate our betters in their honour, as 
in their finery; leave honour to nobility that can ſup- 


port it: we poor folks, colonel, have no pretence to't ; 


and truly, I think, fir, that vour honour ſhould be ca- 
ſhier'd with your leading:-ſtaff. | 8 8 

Stand. Tis one of the greateſt curſes of poverty, to 
be the jeſt of chamber-maids, 5 

5 i Enter Lutewell. 

Lure. Here's the packet, colonel, the whole maga- 


zine of Love's artillery. [Gives him the packet. 


Stand. Which fincel have gain'd, [ wil! turn upon the 


enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the news of my victory 


this evening. Poor Sit Harry? ha, ha, ha. Exit. 
| Lure. To the right about as you were, inarch, colo- 
= Y Y ng 
Vain man, who boaſts of ludy'd parts and wiles ; 
Nature in us your deepeſt art beguiles, — 
Stamping deep cunning in our frowns and ſmiles. 
Tou toil for art, your intelleRs you trace; 
Woman, without a thought, bears policy in ber face. 


2 . ACT 


== 


Very well, and what's your name, fir? 
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SCENE. Clincher junior Lodging, 
Enter Clincher, opening a Letter, Servant folloaving 


Clincher reads. 
Dear Brother, 
ill ſee you preſently ; 1 have ſent this lad to wait on 
eu, he can inſiruct you in the faſhions of the toxen ; I 
am your affectionate & ruther, 


Dick. My name is Dicky, fir. 

(lin. Dicky. 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, fir. 

Clin. Very well, a pretty name! and what « can you 
do, Mr. Dicky ? 


Dick. Why, fir, I can powder a wig, and pick up a 


whore. 

Clin. O lord! 0 lord! a whore! why, are there ma- 
ny whores in this town? 

Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many whores! there's a queſtion 
indeed ; Why, fir, there are above five hundred lurgeons 


in town — Harkee, fir, do you ſee that woman there in 


the velvet ſcarf, and red knots? 

Clin. Ay, fr, what then? 

Dick. Why, ſhe ſhall be at you ſervice in three mi- 
nutes, —as I'm a pimp. 

Clin. O Jupiter Ammon! why, ſhe's a gentlewoman. 

Dick. A 3 oman! why, lo are all the whores in 
town, fir. 

. Clincher ſenior. 

Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London 

Clin. jun. I thought, brother, you ow'd to much to 
the memory of my father, as to wear mourning tor his 


Death. 
Clin. ſen. Why. fo I FR fool ; I wear this becauſe I 


have the eſtate, and you wear that becauſe you have not 


the 


CLINCHER, 
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the eſtate. You have cauſe to mourn indeed, brother. 
Well, brother, I'm glad to ſee you, fare you well. 
Os. | [ Going. 

Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay, brother, where are you going? 

Clin. ſen. How natural 'tis for a country booby to aſk 
impertinent queſtions. Hearkee, fir, is not my father 
dead ? | 5 | 

Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to my ſorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No matter for that, he is dead; and am 
not I a young powder'd, extravagant, Engli/b heir? 

Clin. jun. Very right, fir. 

Clin. ſen. Why then, fir, you may be ſure that I am 
going to the Jubilee, fir. 4 | 

Clin jun. Jubilee] what's that? 

Clin. ſen. Jubilee! why the Jubilee is — faith I 


don't know what it is. | 


Dick. Why the Jubilee is the ſame thing with our 
Lord Mayor's Day in the city; there will be Pageants, 
and Sguibs, and Rary Shoavs, and all that, fr. | 

Clin. jun. And muſt you go fo toon, brother? 

Clin. ſen. Yes, fir, for I mult ſtay a month in Amſ/ter- 
dam, to ſtudy Poetry. 5 


Clin. jun. Then, I ſuppoſe, brother, you travel thro' 


Muſcewy to learn faſhions : don't you, brot er:? 


Clin. 2 Brother, prithee, Robin, don't call me bro- 
ther ; fir will do every jot as well. ES, 


Clin jun. O Jupiter Ammon ! why ſo? 


Clin. jen. Becauſe people will imagine that you have 
a ſpite at me — but have you ſeen your couſin Angelica 
vet, and her mother, the lady Darling? 

Clin. jun. No, my dancing-maſter has not bees with 
we yet: how ſhall | falute them, brother? | 

Clin. ſen. P'ſhaw, that's eaſy, tis only two ſcrapes, a 


is, and your humble ſervant ; Ill tell you more when 


| come from the Jubilee. Come along, [(Exeunt. 
S CE NE, Lady Darling's Houje. 
| Enter Wildair with a letter. | 
Wild. Like light and heat, incorporate we lay, 
We bleſt the night, and curſl the coming day. 


Well, if this e flies ſure, Pin ſecure of my 


game — Humph ! the prettieſt Bordel 1 have ſeen, a very 


Rately, genteel one ( footmen croſs the flage)hey day! equ:- 
1 5 Dage 
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gentleman as my couſin Vizard. 
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page too! now for a bawd by the Curtc/y. and a whore 


with a Coat of Arms — S'death, I'm atraid ['ve miſtaken 


the houfe. 
5 Exter Lady Darling. 
No, this muſt be the bawd by her bulk. 
Dart. Your buſineſs, pray, fir? 
Wild. Pleaſure, madam. | | | 
Darl. Then, fir, you have no buſineſs here. 
Mild. This letter, madam, will inform you further; 
Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble tervice to your 


ladyſnip. | | 


Dari. How does my couſin, fir? 3 
Wild. Ay, her couſin too, that's right procuteſe again. 
Dar. Reads. Madam 


1 | [ Arneſl inclination to ſirve —Sir Harry —Madam — 


court ny ccuſin — gentleman — fortune — Your la- 


_ dyjhip's moſt humble ſervant.  Vrizano. 


Sir, Your tortune and quality are futicient to r2com- 
* 9 y 


mend you any where; tut what goes farther with we, 


is the recommendation of ſo ſober and pious 2 young 


Wild. A right fauctihed bawd o' wy word. 

Da. J. Sir Harry, your couverfation with Mr. Lier! 
argues you a genticinan, free from the loole and yicious 
cartiage of the town: Il therefore call my daughter.“ 

- | = | Exit. 

71104. Now go thy way for an :Vuittions bawd of 
gun — She dretles up a in 1 relig'ouſiy, that the 
dev wou'd hardly know it ot his making. 

Re-enter Darling .= Auge ca | 

Dazl, Pray, daughter, ute him civiliy ; ſuch matches 
won't offer every day. 8 -. Exit. 
rid. O all ve powers of love! an angel! s death, 
what 1oney have | got in wy pocket? | can't offer her 


le than (wenty gnineas — aud, by Tupile : ſhe's worth 


a hundred. 


Angel. Uis te! the very ſame! and his perſon as a- 


_ greeable as his charadtet of good humour — pay 

| heaven, his ſilence proceed from reſpect. = 
Wild. How innocent ſhe looks! how wou'd that mo- 

delty acorn vittue, when it makes even vice look ſo 


charming! 


1 22 * 2 
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charming! — By heav'n there is ſuch a commanding in 


nocence in her looks, that I dare not aſk the queſtion. 


Anoel. Now, all the charins of real love and feign' ox 
indifference aililt me to engage his heart; tor mine 13 
loſt already. 

Wild. Madam — J. I — Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to her 
but ſhe's a whore, and 1 will—madam, in ſhort, I. I— 
O hypocriſy, hypocriſy, what a charming fin art thou? 

Angel. He is caught; now to ſecute mv Conquelt — 
I thought, fir, you had buſinets to in part. 

Wild. Buſineſs to impart! how nicely ſh- words it! 
yes, madam; don't you, don't „ou love ſinging birds, 


madam ? 


Angel. That's an odd queſtion for a lover — yes, fir. 
Wild. Why then, madam, here is a neſt ot the pret- 
tieſt goldfinches that ever cheript i in a cage; twenty 


young ones, [ aſfure you, madam. 


Angel. Twenty young ones! what then, fir ? 

Mild. Why then, u. adam, there are twenty yo! ung 
ones — $'iife, I think twenty is pretty fair. 

Argel. He's mad, ture — Si Harry, when you have 
learn'! more wit and manners, you, hall be welcome 
here again. (Ex#t. 

Wild, Wit and manners! —| gad. now I conceive 
there is a great deal of wit and manners In twenty gutt 
neas — Pu ture tis all the wit and manners I have about 
me at prelent, W bat ſhall I Co? 

Enter Clincher junior, and Dick | 
What the devil's here? another couſin, ERS ye. 
Harkee fir, can you lend me ten or a dozen guineas in- 
ſtantly? Fl! pay yeu fitteen for them in three hours, 
upon my honour. 

Clin jun. 'l heſe London ſparks are p'aguy impudent: 
this fellow by his wig and atſurance can be no leſs than 
2 courtier. 

Dick. He's ates a courtier by his borrowing. 

Clin. jun. Faith, ſir, I han't above hve gumens hour 


me. 


Wild. What buſineſs have you here, then fir : for to 
my knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 
Clin. jun. Sufficient! for what, fir ? 
Wild. What, fir? N. for that ſir, what the devil 
_ thould 


a> 
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mould it be, fir ? I know your buſineſs notwithſtanding 

all your gravity, fir. 

Clin. jun. My bufineſs! why, my couſin lives here. 
Mild. I know your couſin does hve here, and Vi- 

gard's couſin, and my coulin, and every bodies couſin — 

harkee, fir, | ſhall return immediately, and if you offer 

to touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut your throat, 


raſcal. . Exit. 


Clin. Why the man's mad ſure. 

Dick. Mad, fir, ay; why, he's a beau. 

Clin. A beau! what's that! are all madmen beaux? 

Dict. No, fir, but moſt beaux are madinen. But now 
for your couſin; remember your three ſcrapes, a kits, 


| and your bumble ſervant. [Exeunt as into the Houſe. 


SCENE, the Street. 


| Enter Wildair, Colonel An. 
Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. 


Wild. Tm in haſte, 9 beſides, if you re in no 


better humour than when I parted with you in the park 


this morning, your company won't be very agreeable. 
Stand. You're a happy man, fir Harry, who are never 


out of humour: can nothing move your gall, fir Ha: ry? 


Wild. Nothing but impoſlibilities, which are the 
ſame as nothing. 


Stand. What impoſlibilities ? | | 
| Wild. The reſurtection of my father to diſinherit me; 
or an act of parliament againit wenching. A man of 


eight thouſand pound per annum to be vext! no, no, 
anger and ſpleen are companions for younger brothers. 


Stand. Suppole one call d you ſon of a whore behind 
your back ? 


Wild. Why then wou'd I call him raſcal behind his 
back, and ſo we're even. 
Stand. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a miſtreſs? 
Wild. Why, t hen { wou'd get another. 
Stand. Bur ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the wo- 


man you love ? that wou'd ſurely trouble you. 


Wild. You're miſtaken, colonel, my love is neither 


_ romantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, 'tis on- 


ly a pitch of gratitude ; while ſhe loves me, I love her; 


when ſhe deſiits, the obligation's void. 


Stand. But to be miſtaken in your opinion. fir, it the 
Lady 
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Lady Lurenvell (only ſuppole it) had che ar geg vou — | 
ſay,only ſuppoſe it —and had lent your diſcharge by me? 
Wild. P'thaw ! that's another impoſfibility. | 

Stand. Are you ture of that; = 
Wild. Why,'twere a foleciſui in nature, we're finger 
and thumb, fir. She dances with me, ſings with me, 
plays with me, (wears with me, lies with me. 
Stand. How, fir? 
Wild. I mean in an honourat le way, that is, ſhe lies 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a cou- 
ple of guineas. | 
Stand. Now that I have rai:'d you to the higheſt pi- 
nacle of vanity, will I give you to mortifying a fall as 
| ſhall daſh your hopes to pieces --- I pray your honour 
to peruſe theſe papers. [Gives him the packet. 
Wild. What is't; che muſter-roll of your regiment, 
_ colonel? 3 | „ 
Stand. No, no, tis a liſt of your forces in your laſt 


i 2 love-campaign ; and for your comtort all diſbanded. 


Wild. Prithee, good raetaplurical colonel, what da 
you mean? 5 . 
Stand. Read, fir, read, theſe are the Syb!ils leaves that 
will unfold your deſtiny 
Mild. So it be not a falſe deed to cheat me of my eſ- 
tate, what care I — (Opening the packet) Humph! my 
hand! to the Lady Lurewell — to the Lady Lurexell — 
to the Lady Lureavell — what devil haſt thou been tam- 

pering with to conjure up theſe ſpitits? Es 
Stand: A certain tamiliar of your acquaintance, fir. 
Wild. (Reading) — Madam, my paſſion — ſo natural, 
your beauty contencting —force of charms — mankind. 
eternal admirer, Ji/dair ! I never was athamed of my 
name before. 1 8 | 
dtand. What, Sir Harry Milduir out of humour, ha, 
ha, ha, poor Sir Harry : more glory in her {wile than in 
the jubilee at Rome ; ha, ha, ha]! but then her foot, Sir 
Harry, the dances to 4 miracle! ha, ha, ha! fy, Sir 
Harry, a man of your parts write letters rot worth a 
keeping! what ſa y'it thou, my dear knight errant ? ha, 
ha, ha; you may go ſeck adventures now, indeed. 
Wild. ( fings.) — Let her wander, ©. PEEL 
| | Stand. 


22 Tue Conſtant Couple. 


Stand. You are jilted to ſome tune fir, blown up with 
falſe muſick, that's all. 

Mild. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a woman is 
a Woman? fince inconſtancy and falthood are grounded 
in their natures, how can they help it? 

Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your nature? 
for you and ſhe are finger and thumb, fir. 

Wild. Here's a copy of verſes too, | muſt turn poet in 
the devil's name --- itay --- 8'death, what's here? this is 
her hand --- oh the charming characters! My dear Wild- 
air (reading) That's I---2his u bluff Colonel. that's he 
is the rareſt fool in nature the devil he is! and as ſuch 

have I uſed bim with all my heart, faith --- I had no 
better way of letting you know that [ lodge inPall-mall near 
the Holy-lamb--- Colonel, Pm your moit humble ſervant. 
Stand. Hold, fir, you ſnan't go yet, e 
half my meſſage. 

Wild. Upon my faith, but you have, colonel. | 

Stand. Well, well, own your ſpleen, out with it, I 
know you're like to burſt. | 1 

Mild. 1 am fo, by gad, ha, ha, ha! | 
[Laugh, and point at one ano: ber. 
| Stand. Ay. with all my heart, ha, ha. Well, well, 
that's all forced, Sir Harry. 
ill. | was aever better pleaſed in all my life, by 
Jupiter. 

Stand. Well, Sir Horry, * tis prudence to hide your 
concern, when there's no help for't :---but to be ſerious 
now, the lady has ſent you back all your papers there 
I was fo juſt as not to look upon 'em. 

Wild. I'm glad on't, fir ; for thers were ſome things 
that I would not have you ſee. 

Stand. All this ſhe has done for my ſake; and I defire 

you would decline any farther pretenfions for your own 


| ſake. So honeſt, good- -narured Sir Harry, I'm your | 


humble ſervant. Exit. 

Wild. Ha, ha, poor colonel! Da the delight of an 
ingenious miſtreſs! what a life and briſkneſs it adds to 
an amour, like the loves of mighty Fove, ſtill ſuing in 
different ſhapes. A Legerdemain miſtreſs, who, preſto, 
paſs, and ſhe's vanith'd, then Hey, in an inſtant in your 
arins again. _ [Gorng. 
Enter 
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Enter Vizard. 
Vis. Well met, Sir Harry ; what news from the 
iland of love. 
Wild. Faith, we made but a broken voyage by your 
card; but now I am bound tor another port: I told you 


the colonel was my rival. 


Vis. The colonel! curſed misfortune ! another! [ Afde. 
Wild. But the civilleſt in the world; he brought me 
word where my miſtreſs lodges: the ſtory's too long to 


tell you now, for I muſt fly. 


J's. What! have you given over all thoughts of 


Angelica ? 


Wild No, no, I'll think of her ſome other time. But 


| now for the Lady Lurewell; wit and beauty calls. 


_ That miſtreſs ne e can pull her lyver's joys, 

Iihoſe wit can whet, whenc'er her beauty clays 

Her little amorous frauds all truths exc 5 

And make us happy, being deceived fo well. [Exir. 

Viz. (Jelus) The colonel my rival too! how ſhall 
manage! ? there is but one way --- him and the knight 
will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts t'other's throat, and 


the ſurvivor's hang'd : ſo there will be two rivals pretty 


decently diſpoſed of. Since honour may oblige them 
to play the tool, why ſhould not neceſſity engage me to 
play the knave * Exit. 
SCENE, Lurewell' Lodgings. 
| Lurewell, and Parly. 

Lure. Has the tervant brought me the money from 
my merchant? 

Parly. No, madam, he met alderman Smuggler at 
Charing- Cra, who has promiſed to wait on you him- 
ſelf immediately. | 

Lure. 'T'is odd, that this old rogue how” d pretend to 
love me, and at the ſame time cheat me of my money. 

Parhy. "Tis well, madam, if he don't cheat you of 
your eſtate; for you ſay, the writings are in his hands. 

Lure. But, what fatisfa@ion can I get of him? 

| Enter Smuggler. 


Mr. Alderman, your ſervant, bave you brought me any 
money, ſir? 


S mug. Faith, Madam, trading is very dead: What 
with paying the taxes, raifing the cuſtonis, loſſes at ſea 
abroad, 
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abroad, and maintaing our wives at home, the bank is 


reduced very low. 


. 


Lure. Come, come, fir, theſe evaſions won't ſerve l 


your turn, | mult have money, fir ---1 | hope you don't 
deſign to cheat me? 
Smug. Cheat you, madam! have a care what you ſay: 


I'm an alderman, madam ; cheat you, madam! I haye 


been an honeſt citizen theſe five and thirty years! 
Lure. An honeſt citizen, bear witnels, Parly ! I ſhall 


trap him in wore lies preſently --- come, fir, tho' Pm a 
woman, ! can take a courle. 


Lung. What courſe, madam ? you'll go to law, will 
ye? I can maintain a uit of law, be it right or wrong, 
theie forty vears, I'u ſure of 5 thanks to the honeſt 
pra ice of the courts; 


— 


{ ure. dir, blaſt Your reputation, and ſo ruin your g 


credit. 
Smug. Blaſl wy reputation! he, he, he: why, Fa 
religious man, madam ; T have been very inſtrumental 


in the reformation of manners. 
poor woinan : 
have a ſweet leering eye. 

Lure. You . in the aaa how! 


Ruin my credit! ah, 


mug. | whipt all the whores cut and long- tail, out of 


the purith--ah ! that leering eye! then J voted for pull- 


_ 5 K POT EET. 


there is but one way, madam, --- you - 


ing down the play- -houſe ; ah that ogle, that ogle! --- | 


then my don pious example — ah that lip, that lip! 


Lure. Here's a religious rogue for you now ! — as! 


hope to be ſaved, I have a good mind to beat the eld | 


monſter. 
Smug. Madan, I bave brought you x about a hundred 


and fitty guineas (a grout deal of * as times 80) 
an 


Lure. Come, give it me. 
Smug. Ah, that hand, that 1 that prety ſoft, 
white —1 have brought it, you ſee; but the condition 


of the obligation :s ſuch, that whereas that leering eye, 


that pouting lip, that pretty ſoft hand, that--- you un- 
derſtand me, you e, Pm fure you do, you lit- 
tle rogue 


Lure. Here's a * now, ſo covetous, that he won't 
wench upon his own coſt, but wou'd bribe me with my 
own 


* 
, 
bY 
* 


1 
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own money. Iwill be revenged — Upon my word, Mr. 
Alderman, you make me bluſh, what d'ye mean, pray ? 
Smug. See here, madam (puts a frece of money in ht; 
mouth)buſs and guinea, buſs and guinea, buſs and guine1. 
Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty yel- 
law teeth, anc. green gums, that I will, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Smug. Will you, indeed, he, he, he, my little cocket ; 
and When, and where, and how? | 
Lure. Twill be a difficult point, fir, to ſecure both 


our honours ; you muſt therefore be diſguiſed, Mr. Al- 


derman. | 
| Smug. P'ſhaw ! no matter I am an old fornicator, I'm 


not half ſo religious as | ſeem to be. You little rogue, 
why, Pm dilguiſed as lam, our lanctity is all outſide, all 


hypocriſy. Cs 
Lure. No man is ſeen to come into this houſe after 
night falls; you mult therefore ſnea« in, when 'tis dark, 
in woman's cloaths. | 
Smug. I gad fo, cod ſo — I have a ſuit a purpoſe, my 
little cocket, I love to be difguiled, ] cod | make a very 
handſome woman, I cod I do. „„ | 
EE.̃,ter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 
Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk into 
the next room? here are ſome ſtrangers coming up. 
Smug. Buſs and guinea firſt, ah, my little cocker. [ £xi! 
Enter Wildair. 
Wild. My life, my ſoul, n:y all that beaten can give 
Lure. Death's life with thee, without thee death te lite. 
Welcome, my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you got my dite..- 
tious. 
Mild. Directions! in the moſt charming manner, thou 
dear Machiavel ot intrigue. 
Lure. Still briſk and airy, I find, Sir Haryy. 
Wild. The fight of you, madam, exalts my air, and 
makes joy lighten in my face. 


Lure. | have a thouland queſtions to aſk you, 51. 


Harry. Row d'ye like France? 
Wild. 4b! Ceft le plus beau puis du monde. 
Lure. Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon? 
Wild. Madame, vous wvoyez que je vous ſuis par tent 
Lure. O monfieur, je vous ſuis fort obligee — But 
where's the court now ? | 7X 
C 3 ill 
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 (hamore. 


Wild. At Marly, Madam. 
Lure. And where my Count Le Valley ? 


Wild. His body's in the church of Nfre Dame, 15 


don't know where his foul 1s. 
Jure. What diſeaſe did he die of? | 
Wild. A Duel, madam, | was his Decor. 
Lure. How d'ye mean? 
[#/iId. A; moſt doctors do, I kill'd him. 


Lure. En Cavalier, my dear knight errant: well, and 
how? and now, what intrigues, what gallantries ate 


carrying on in the Beau Monde? 


Mila. I ſhould aſk you that queſtion, madam, ſince | 
your adyſhip makes the Beau Minde, wherever you + 


Come. 


Wild. IL hope your ladyſhip did not ſurrender tho“? 

Lure. No, no, but was forced to capitulate ; but 
ſince you are come to raiſe the * we'll dance, and 
ng, and laugh. 

Wild. And love, and kiſs 


Lure. Attendez, Attendez un peu — 1 . Sir 


| Harry, you promis'd me in Parts, never to aſk that im- 


pertinent queſtion again. 


Lure. Ah! Sir Herey, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd 
to death by the inceſſant attacks of a mighty colonel! 
he has beſieg'd me as cloſe as our army did Namur. 


a * — - « 4 33 
p : 1 a * 2 . * 


Montres moy votre 


Wild. P'ikaw, madam, that was above two months | 
ago; beſides, madam, treaties made in Frunce are never 


kept. 
Lure. Wou'd you marry nie, Sir Has 


Wild. Oh! Le marriage eſt un grand 8 — but! 


„ill marry you. 
Lure. Vour word, ſir, is not to be rely'd on: if a gen- 


? 


tleman will forfeit his honour in dealings of buſineſs 


wie may reaſonably ſuſpect his fidelity in an ainour. 


Wild. My honour in dealings of bulineſs! why, ma- 1 


dam, I never had any buſineſs in all my life. 
Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, | have heard a very odd ſtory | 


and am ſorry that a gentleman of your hgure ſhould un- | 
dergo the ſcandal. | 


Wild. Out with it, madam. | 
Lure. : OW the merckane, ſir, that tranſmitted your | 


bills 


\ 


t —_— 
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hills of exchange to you in France, complains of ſome 
indirect and diſhonourable dealings. 

Wild. Who? old Smuggler ! 

Lure. Ay, ay, you know him, I find. 

Wild. I have no leſs than reaſon, I think ; why the 
rogue has cheated me of above five hundred pound 
within theſe three years. 1 55 
Lure. Tis your buſineſs then to acquit yourſelf pub- 
lickly, for he ſpreads the ſcandal every where. 

Wild. Acquit myſelf publickly ! — here, firrah, my 
coach, I'll drive initantly into the city, and cane the old 
villain round the Royal Exchange ; he ſhall run the gaunt- 
let thro' a thouſand bruſht beavers and formal cravats. 

Lure. Why, he's in the houſe now, fir. 

Wild. What, in this houſe? 

Lure. Ay, in the next room, 

Wild. Then, firrah, lend me your cudgel. 

Lure. Sir Harry, you wont raiſe a diſturbance in my 


| houle? 


Wild. Diſturbance, madam! no, no, Tl beat him 
with the temper ot a philoſopher. Here, Mrs. Parly, 
ſhew me the gentleman. [Exit with Pariy. 

Lure. Now ſhall I get the old monſter wel! beaten, 
and Sir Harry peſter'd next term with bloodſheds, bat- 
teries, coſts and damages, ſollicitors, and attornies ; and 
if they don't tejze him out of his gocd humour, I'll ne- 
ver plot again. Exit. 
SCENE chenges to another room in ile ſame houſe. 

| Enter Smuggler. ROWS. 

Smug. O this damn'd tide-waiter! a ſhip and cargo 
worth five thouſand pound! why it is richly worth five 
hundred perjuries. | 

Enter Wildair. | 
Mild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted 
and humble ſervant. 5 . 

Smug. My beſt friend, Sir Harry, you're welcome to 
England. 5 | x | 

Mi d. Vil aſſure you, fir, there's nota man in the 


king's dominions I'm gladder to meet. 


mug. O lord, fir, you travellers have the moſt o- 

bliging ways with you. 5 
Wild. here is a buſineſs, Mr. Alderman, ſall'n out, 
| | C::2 | which 
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which you may oblige me infinitely by—— lam very 


torry that I'm forc'd to be troubleiome ; 5 but W | 


Mr. Alderman. 


Smug. Ay, fir, as you ſay neceſſity — but upon ny 
word. . very ſhort of money at preſent, but — 


Vid. That's not the matter, fir, I'm above an obli- 


i —_— 
- 


gation that way; but the buſineſs is, I am reduced to 


an indiſpenſible neceſſity of being obliged to you for 
teating—here take this cudgel. 


Smug. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha, I beat a 
knight baronet! an alderman turn cudgel-player, ha, 


ha, ha. 


cudyel you, take your choice. 
 Smug. P'ſhaw, p'ſha w, you jeſt. 


Wild. Nay, tis as ſure as fate; fo alderman, I hope ' 


you'll pardon my curioſity. [ Beats him. 
Smug. Curioſity ! duce take your curioſity, fir, what 
d'ye mean? 
Mild. Nothing at all, Fm but in jeſt, fir. 
Smug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt; but a man 
might imagine by the ſmartneſs of the ſtroak, that you 
were in downright earneſt. 


Wild. Not in the leaſt, fir, ( Atriles him) not in the | 


leaſt, indeed, fir. 


Fang, Pray. good 6 no more of your jeſts, for the 


we” the blunteſt jeſts that | ever knew. 


Wild. Upon my word, fir, you muſt beat me, or! : 


Wild. (Ariles) 1 heartily beg your pardon with all 


my heart, ſir. 


Smug. Pardon, fir, well ſir, that's ſatisfaction enough 


from a gentlemen ; but ſeriouſly now, if you paſs any 
_ of your jeſts upon me, ] ſt.«l|l grow angry. 
Wild. 1 humbly beg your permiſſion to break one ot 


two more. [Striking bim. 
Smup. O lord, fir, you'll break my bones: are you | 


mad, 11 murder! telony ! man ſlaughter! 
| [Wildair knocks him down. 


Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand pardons ; but I am | 
ablolutely compell'd to't, upon my honour, fic ; nothing 
can be more averſe to my inclinations, than tojeſt wih 


my honeſt, dear, loving, obliging friend, the alderman. 
I 


[ 
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[Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles over 
and over, and ſhakes out his pocket-book on the floor; 
Lurewell ente's takes it up. 

Lure. The old rogue's pocket-book, this may be of 
uſe. | | | | 8 Aſide. 
O lord, Sir Harry's murdering the poor old man — 

Smug. O. dear madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till I am 
murder'd in good earneft. | 

Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you off ; Signior — Frap- 
pez, Frappez. | | 

mug. O, for charity's fake, madam, reſcue a poor 
Citizen. | 5 

Lure. O you barbarous man, hold, hold, Frappez, plus 
rudement, frappez,l wonder you are not aſhamed [holding 
Wild.] A poor reverend, honeſt eder — Helps angry, up. 
It makes ine weep to fee him in this condition. Poor 
man! now the devil take you Sir Harry—tor not beat- 
ing him harder: well, my dear, you ſhall come at night, 
and ']Il' make you amends. [Here Sir Harry takes ſnuff. 

Smug. Madain, | will have amends before | leave the 
place; ſir, how durit you uſe me thus? 

Rc. 

mug. Sir, I ſay. that | will have ſatisſaction. 

Mild. With all my heart, {Thrsws ſnuff into his en es. 

Smug. O, murder ! blinuncts ! fire! Omacam, madam, 
get me lome water, water! fie! fire! water! | 

| [ [PFxit with Lutewell. 
Wild. How pleaſant is refenting an injury without 


pallion : "ris the beauty of revenge. 


Let ſtateſmen pl t, and under buſineſs groan, 
And ſettling public quiet loſe their 65wn. 
Let ſoldiers drudge, and fight for pay or fame : 
For when they're jbot, I ibin 'tis much the ſame. 
let ſcholars wex their brains with mood and tenſe, } 
And mad with ſtrength of reaſon, fools commence, 
Loe ſing their wits in ſearching after ſenſe. | 
Their ſummum bonum they muſt toil to gain; 
And. ſeeking pleaſure, ſpend their life in pain. 
I make the moſt of life, ns hour miſpend, 
Pleaſure's the means, and pleaſure is my end. 
No ſpleen, ns trouble ſhall my time deflroy:;: 
Life's but a ſpan;. I'll every inch enjoy, Exit. 
W ACT: 
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Enter Standard and Vizard. 
Stand. Bring him word where the lodged! the ci- 


1 vileſt rival in the world! 'tis impoſſible. 
Viz. I fhall urge it no further, fir; I only thought, 


fir, that my character in the world might add authority 


to my words without fo man repetitions. 

Stand. Pardon me, dear Vizard — our belief ſtrug— 
gles hard, before it can be brought to yield to the diſ- 
advantage of what we love; 'tis ſo great an abuſe to 
our judgment, that it makes the faults oi our choice 
our own failing. But what laid Sir Harry + 4 
Vis. He pitied the poor credulous colonel, langh'd 
heartily, flew away with all the e of a bride- 
groom, repeating theſe lines, | 

A miſtreſs ne er can pull ber lyver”s ſays, 

Whoſe wit can whe! wwhene'er ber beauty lass. 
Stund. A miſtreſs ne er can pall! By all viy wrongs He 
whores her ! and I'm made their progetty. Vengeance! 
Fizard, you muſt carry a note trom ue to N Harry. 

Vis. What! a challenge! I hope you don't deſigu to 

gobt ? 
"Stand What | wear the livery of my bins and poc- 
ket an affront! 'twere an abuſe to his ſacred maj-liy: 


a ſoldier's ſword, Vizard, ſhould Rare of tlelt to redreſs 


its niaſter's wrongs. 


| 
4 
5 8 


Vis However, ſir, I think it not proper for me to. 


carry any ſuch meſlage between friends. 


Stand. I have ne'er a ſervant here, what ſhall 1 "Y | 
Viz. There's Tam Errand, the porter, that plies at 
the Blue-poſt;, and who knows Sir Harry and his haunts 


very well; you may fend a note by him. 
Srend. Heie! you ! friend! 
Vis. I have now ſome buſineſs, and muſt take my 
leave, I would adviſe you nev erthe les againſt this affair. 
Stand. 


OP 


—_ — 
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Stand No whiſpering now, nor telling of friends 10 
prevent us. He that diſappoints a man of an honoura- 
ble revenge, may love him fooliſhly like a wife, but ne- 
yer value him as a friend. 

Viz. Nay, the devil take him that parts you, ſay l. E 

Enter Porter running. 

Err. Did your honour call a porter” 

Stand. Is your name Tom Errand? 

Err. People call me ſo, an't like your worſhip. 

Stand. D'ye know Sir Hurry F'ildai: ?P 

Err. Ay, very well, fir, he's one of my maſters ; ma- 
ny a round hait crown have I had of his worſhip ; lies 


neu ly come home from France, fir. 


Stand. Go to the next coftee- houte, and wait for mme 
naw woman, woman! | 
How blett is man when favour'd by your auiles! 


And how accurſt when all thoſe {miles are found 


But wanton baits to ſooth us to deſtruction? 
Thus our chief joys with baſe allays are curſt, 
And our beſt things, when once corrupted, worſt. Ex. 
Enter Wilduir and Cli cher / n tllogwing. 

Clin. ſen. Sir, fir, fir, having lome buſineſs ot impor- 
tance io communicate to you, | would b-g your atten- 
tion to a trifung: affair that I would impart to you. 

Mild. hat is vour triflng bufinets of Importance, 
pray, ſweet fir * 

Clin. ſen. Pray, fir, are the roads deep between this 
and Paris. 

Hild. Why that 3 ſir? | 

(lin. jen. Becauſe | deſtgn to go to the Jubilee, fir; 1 


underſtand that you are a traveller, fir ; there is an air of 


travel in the tie of your cravar, fir ; chore 1 is, indeed, fir. 


I ſuppoſe, fir, you bought this lace in Flanders. 


Wild. No fir, this lace was made in Nsrway. 

Clin. ſen. Norway, fir. | 

Wild. Yes, fir, of the ſhavings of deal boards. 

Clin ſen. That's very ſtrange, now, faith — lace made 
of the ſhavings of deal boards ! I gad, fir, you travellers 


{ee very ſtrange things abroad, very incredible things a- 


broad, indeed. Well, I'll have a cravat of the very ſame 


Wile. 


_ lace deiox I come homme : ? 
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Wild. But, fir, what preparations have you made for : 


your journey ? 


Clin. ſen. A caſe of pocket-piſtols for the bravos — | 


and a ſwimming girdle, 
Wild. Why theſe, fir ? | 


- ene 


Clin. ſen. G lord, fir, Vil tell you ſuppoſe us in Rome ' 


now; away goes me, Ito ſome ball — for be a mighty 
beau: then, as I ſaid, I go to ſome ball, or lome bear- 


_ tis all one you know —then comes a fine Italian 
Bona Roba, and plucks me by the ſleeve, Seigniour Angle, 
Seigntour Angle — ſhe's a very fine lady obterve that — 


Signiour Angle, ſays ſhe — Seipniora, ſays I, and trips af- | 
ter her to the corner ot a ſtreet, ſuppoſe it Ruſſel-ſtreet 
here, or any other ſtreet ; then you know I mult invite 


her to the tavern, I can do no leſs — There up comes 


ber bravo, the Italian grows ſawcy, and I give him an 
Engliſh douſe o th” face, I can box, fir, box tightly, I was 
a prentice, fir — but then, fir, he whips out his Hilletto, 


and I whip out my Bull-dJog — flaps him through, trips 


as a beau behind the ſcencs. 5 
id. Is your piſtol charged, fir ? 


Clin. ſen. Only a brace of bullets, that's all, fu : I de- |» 


ſign to thoot teven Italiuns a week, fir. 

Wild. Sir, you won't have provocation. 
Clin fen. Provocation, tir! Zauns, fir, III kill any 
man for treading upon my corn, and there will be a de- 


_ vilifa, throng of people there; they ſay, that all the 


princes in /taly will be there. | 
Hild. And all the fops and fiddles in Europe— but 
the uſe of your ſwimming girdle, pray, fir ? 

(lin. ſen. O lord, fir, that's nk 


month's proviſion into my pockets, and fails me away 


like an egy in a duck's belly. — And, harkee, fir, I have 
a new project in my head. Where d'ye think my ſwim- 
ming girdle ſhall carry me upoa this occaſion ? 'tis a new | 


roject, | 
Wild. Where, fir ? 


Clin ſen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and xroth, and ſo 
5 fave | 


don ftairs, turns the corner of Ruſſel itreet again, and 
whips me into the amballador's train ; and there I'm fate 


e. Suppoſe the ſhip 7 
caſt away now; whilit other fooliſh people are buſy at | 
their prayers, | whip on my iwimming girdle, clapa 


or 


1 

5 

x 
E 
*. 
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ſave the charges of my paſſage! well, fir, you muſt par- 
don me now, I'm going to ſee my miſtreſs. Exit. 


Wild. This fellow's an accompliſh'd aſs before he 
goes abroad. Well! this Angelica has got into my heart, 
and I can't get her out of my head. I mult pay her the 
other viſit. Exit. 
S CE NE, Lady Darling's Houſe. 
Angelica, ſola. 15 | 
| Unhappy ſtate of woman! whole chief virtue is but 
ceremony, and our moſt boaſted modeſty but a ſſaviſh re- 
ſtraint. The ſtrict confinement on our words makes our 
thoughts ramble more, and hat preſerves our outward 
fame, deſtroys our inward Juiet — tis hard that love 
ſhould be deny'd the privilege of hatred ; that ſcandal 
and detraction ſhould be ſo much indulg'd, yet ſacred 
love and truth debarr'd our converſation. _ 
Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky, 

Darl. This is my daughter, couſin. 5 

Dick. Now, fir, remember your three ſcrapes. 

Clin ( ſalutingAngelica.) One, two, three, (kiſſes Her.) 
your humble ſervant. Was not that right, Dicky ? 
Dick. Ay, faith, fir, but why don't you ſpeak to her? 

Clin. jun. I beg your pardon, Dicky, I know my diſ- 
on : wou'd you have me ſpake to a lady at the firſt 

TY En 
Piet Ay, fir, by all means, the firſt aim is the ſureſt. 
Clin. jun. Now for a good jeſt, to make her laugh 


heartily — by Jupiter Ammon, III go give her a kiſs. 


{ Goes towa d her. 
Enter Wildair interpoſing. | 


Mild. Tis all to no purpoſe, I told yeu fo before; your 


pitiful five guineas will never do — you may march, fir, 
for as far as five hundred pounds will go, I'll outbid you. 
Clin. jun. What the devil! the madman's here again. 
Darl. Bleſs me, couſin! what d've mean? affront a 
gentleman of his quality in my houte! „„ 
Clin. jun. Quality! why, madam, I don't know what 
you mean by your madmen, and your beaux, and your 
quality — They're all alike, I believe. 
Darl. Pray, fir, walk with me into the next room. 
[Exit Darling. leading Clincher, Dicky following. 
Angel. Sir, if your converlation be no more agreeable 
| | | than 
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than 'twas the laſt time ; I would adviſe you to make 
it as ſhort as you can. . = N 
Mild. The offences of my laſt vifit, madam, bore 
their puniſhment in the commiſſon ; and have made me 
as uneaſy till I receive pardon, as your ladyſhip can de 
till I ſue for it. N o | 
Angel. Sir Harry, | did not well underſtand the of- 
fence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the greatneſs 
of your apology ; if you would therefore have me think 
it light, take no great pains in an excuſe. 
VPild. How ſweet muſt be the lips that guard that 
tongue! —— Then, madam, no more of paſt offences, 
let us prepare for joys to come; let this ſeal my par- 
don. (kifſes her hand.) And this (again) initiate me to 
farther happineſs. VV 
Angel. Hold, fir — one queſtion, Sir Harry, and pray 
anſwer plainly : d'ye love me? „„ 
Wild. Love you! does fire aſcend? do hypocrites diſ- 
ſemble? uſurers love gold, or great men flattery? doubt 
theſe, then queſtion that I love. N De 
._ This ſhews your gallantry, fir, but not your 
„ 1 
Wild. View your own charms, madam, then judge of 
my paſſion: your beauty raviſhes my eye, your voice 
| ear, and your touch has thrill'd my melting ſoul. 
Angel. If your words be real, tis in your power to 
raiſe an equal flame in me. _ x 
Wild. Nay, then — | ſeize : 
Angel. Hold, fir, tis alſo poſſible to make me deteſt 
and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your 
deceiving ſex. 85 
Mild. Ha! a very odd turn this. I hope, madam, 
you only affect anger, becauſe you know your frowns 
are becoming. „ 1 
Angel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt judge of your 
own deſigns, can belt en ker whether my anger 
ſhould be real or diſſembled: think what ſtrict modelty 
ſhould bear, then judge of my reſentments. ; 
Vi d. Strict modeſty ſhould bear! why faith, madam, 
| believe the ſtricteſt modeſty may bear fifty guineas, 
and I don't believe'twill bear one farthing more. 
Angel. What d'ye mean, fir? 


o 


Wild. 
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Wild. Nay, madam, what do you mean? if you go to 
that: I think now fifty guineas is a very fine offer for 
your ſtrict modeily, as you call 8 | 

Angel. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the 
impertinence of a man of your figure, on his defect in 
underſtanding, than on his want of manners — [I'm a- 
fraid you're mad, fir. | 

Mild. Why, madam, you're enough to make any man 
mad. S'death, are not you a 
Angel. What, fir * ITS 

Wild. Why, a lady of —— ftrit modeſty, if you will 


. 1 
Angel. I ſhall never hereafter truſt common report, 
- which repreſented you, fir, a man of honour, wit, and 
breeding; for I find you very dehcient in them all. 
| : „ 
Wild. ſolus Now I find that the ſtrict pretences which 
the ladies of pleature make to ſtrict modeſty, is the rea- 
ſon why thoſe of quality are aſhamed to wear it. 
: Enter Vizard. | 
Viz Ah, Sir Hurry, have I caught you? well, and 
what ſucceſs ? 
Wild. Succeſs! 'tis a ſhame for you young fellows in 
town here, to let the wenches grow ſo tawcy : I offer'd 
her fifty guineas, and ſhe was 1n her airs preſently. I 
could have had two counteſſes in Paris for half the 
money, and je vous reme cie into the bargain. 
Viz. Gone in her airs ſay you? and did not you 
follgw her ? | 85 
Wild. Whither ſhou'd I follow her ? 
Viz. Into her bed-chamber, man. She went on pur- 
| Pole; you a min of gallantry, and not underſtand that 
a 227 beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her airs, as you 
call is:! | | 
Mild. She talk'd to me of ſtrict modeſty and ſtuff. 
Viz. Certainly moſt women magnity their modeſty, 
for the ſame reaton that cowards boaſt their courage, 
becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come, Sir Harry, 
when you make your next aſſault, encourage your ſpirits | 


with briſk Burgundy : if you lucceed, tis well; it not, 


you have a fair excuſe for your rudeneſs. I'll go in, 
and make you peace for what's paſt. Oh! I had almoſt _ 
: 5 forgot 
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forgot — Col. Standard wants to ſpeak with you about 
ſome buſineſs. | 
ILild. VIL wait upon him preſently ; d'ye know where 


| he may be found? 


Viz. In the Piazza of Covent-Garden, about an hour 


hence, I promiled to fee him, and there you may meet 


him ; to have your throat cut. Il Aide. 
I' go in and intercede for you. | 
Wild. But no foul play with the lady, Vizard. ¶ Exit. 
Viz. No fair play pe aſſure you. [ Exit. 
SCENE, The ſtreet be fore Lurewell”; lodgings ; Clir.- 
cher ſen end Lurewell cogueting in the balcony. 
| | Enter Standaid. | 
Stand. How weak is reaſon in diſputes of love! that 


_ daring reaſon which ſo oft pretends to queſtion works of 


high omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakeſt 


paſſions, and yields implicit faith to foolith love, pay 

ing blind zeal to faithleſs woman's eyes. ve heard her 
falſhood with ſuch preſſing proofs, that I no longer 

ſhould diſtruſt it. Yer ſtill my love would baffle demon- 


ſtration, and make impoſſibilities ſeem probable. (Looks 


_ up) Ha! that foel too! what! ſtoop fo low as that ani- 
mal! —*Tis true, women once fall'n, like cowards in 


deſpair, will ſtick at nothing, there's no medium in their 
actions. They muſt be bright as angels, or . as 

fiends. But now for my revenge, III kick her cully 
before her face, call her a whore, curſe the whole ſex, 
and fo leave her. EY [ Goes in. 


Lurewell comes dewn with Clincher. The ſcene changes 


| . to a dining- com. | | 
Lure. O lord, fir, tis my huſband ; what will become 
of you? | DD 


| Clin. Eh! your huſband? oh, I ſhall be murder'd. 


What ſhall I do? where ſhall I run? III creep into an 


oven, Ill climb up the chimney ; Ill fly; I'll lim — 


| wiſh to the lord I were at the Jubilee now. 
Lure. Can't you think of any thing, ſic ? 
| Enter Tom Errand. 


What do you want, ſir? 8 | . 
Err. Madam, I am looking for fir Harry Willair; 1 
ſaw him come in here this morning? and did imagine 
he might be here ſtill. 88 uf 


Lure. 
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Lure. A lucky hit! here friend, change cloaths with 
this gentleman quickly : ſtrip 3 
Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: Tl give you half a 
crown. Come here: lo. [They change cloaths. 
Jure. Now, flip you, (to Clinch.) down ſtairs, and 
wait at the door till my huſband be gone; and get you 
in there (to the porter) till | call you. 
| (Puts Errand into the next room. 
| Enter Standard. | 
Oh, fir! are you come? | wonver, fir, how you have 
the confidence to approach ine after o bale a trick. 
Stand. O, madam, all your artihces won't prevail. 
Lure. Nay, fir, your artifices won't avail. I thought, 
fir, that I gave you caution enough againſt troubling nie 
with Sir Harry IVildair's company when l ſent his letters 
back by you: yet you, forſooth, mult tell him where! 
lodged, and expoſe me again to his impertinent courtſhip! 
Stand. I expole you to his courtihip! | 
i I'll lay my life you'll deny it now: come, come, 
fir, iful lie is as ſcandalous to a red coat, as an oath 
to a black. Did not Sir Harry himielf tell me, that he 
found out by you where | lodged ? 
Stand. You're all lies: firſt, your heart is falſe, your 
eyes are double, one look belies another; and then your 
tongue does contradict them all — Madam, I fee a little 
deviljuſt now hammering out a lie in your perictanium. 
Lure. As I hope for mercy he's in the right on't [afide.] 
| Hold, fir, you've got the play-houſe cant upon your 
tongue, and think that wit may privivilege your railing: 
but 1 mult tell you, fir, that what is ſatyr upon the 
ſtage, is ill manners here. WY 5 
Stand. What is teign'd upon the ſtage is here in re- 
ality ; real falſhood. Yes, yes, adam, | expoſed you to 
the courtſhip of your fool Clinch-r too? | hope your 
female wi es will impoſe that upon me alto jo 


Lure. ( lincher ! way, now you're ſtark mad. I know 
no ſuch perſon. | ES | 

Stand. O woman in perfection! not know him! S'life 
madam, can my eyes, my piercing jealous eyes be ſo de- 
luded? nay, madam, my noſe could not miſtake him; 
for I ſmelt the top by his pulvilio, from the balcony 
down to the ttreet | N 


1 Lure. 
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Lure. The balcony! ha, ha, ha, the halcony! Nl be 
hane'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's tootman 
with a new French livery, for a beau. is 
Stand. S'death, madam, what is there in me that 
looks like a cully? did I not fee him: 
Lure. No, no, you could not ſee him; you're dream- 
ing, Colonel: will you believe your eyes, now that [ 
have rubb'd them open? — Here, you friend. 
. Enter Errand in Clincher's chaths. 
Stand. This is illuſion all; my eyes confpire againſt 
themſelves. Tis legerdemain. . 
Lure. Legerdemain! is that all your acknowledgment 
for your rude behaviour? O what a curſe is it to love 
as | do !— but don't preſume too far, fir, on my affecti- 
on, for ſuch ungenerous uſage will ſoon return my tired 
| heart. —Begone, fir, (70 the porter) to your impertinent 
maſter, and tell him I ſhall never be at leiſure to receive 
any of his troubleſome vifits—ſend to me to know,when 
| ſhould be at home! — begone, fir, — I'm ſur as 
made me an unfortunate woman. 1 eps. 
Stand. Nay, then there is no certainty in nature; and 
truth is only falſhood well diſguiſed. 8 
Lure. Sir, had | not own'd my fond, fooliſh paſſion, 
I ſhould not have been ſubje& to ſuch unjuſt tuſpiciors ; 
but tis an ungrateful return. : [wee ping. 
Stand Now where are all my firm reſolves? 1 will 
believe her juſt. My paſſion raiſed my jealouſy ; then 
why mayn't love be blind in finding faults as in excuſing 
them? —1 hope, madam, you'll pardon me, ſince jea- 
louſy that magnity'd my ſuſpicion is as much the eflect 
of love as my eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd. by 
Lure. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd! you men have got 
an intolent way of extorting pardon, by perſiſting in 
your faults. No, no, Fr, cheriſh your tuſpicions, and 
teed vpen your jcalouiy, tis fit meat for your ſqueam- 
iſa Ronach. _ | | | | Ein 
With me all wamen fhould this rule purſue : 
Mb thinks us falſe, ſhould nexer find us true. 
_ (Exit in a ragt. 
Enter Clincher in the porter's cic.1ths. 5 
Clin. Well, inttiguing is the prettieſt, picalantett thing i 
| fr a man vi pat hass mall we laugh at the hut- 
| band 
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band when he is gone? — how filly he looks? he's in 
labour of horns already: —to make a colonel a cuc- 
kold! 'twill be rare news for the alder:nan. [ Aſide. 

Stand. All this Sir Harry has cecabou'd ; but he's 
brave, and will afford me juſt revenge: —O'! | this is the 

orter | ſent the challenge by : — Well, fir, have you 
3 und him? 

Clin. What the devil does he mean now? 

Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the note, fellow 7 

Clin. The note! what note? 

Stand. The letter, blockhead, which I ſent by you 
to Sir Harry Wildair ; have you ſeen him? 

Clin. O Lord, what fhall I ſay now? ſeen him! yes 
fir — No fir — J have fir -] have not, fir. 

Stand. The fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly, ſir- 
rah, or Pl! break your head. 

Clin. | know Sir Harry very well, ſir; ; but as to the 
note, fir, I can't remember a word on't; tryth is, I haye 
a very bad memory. _ 

Stand. O, fir, il quicken your memory. [ frikes him. 
Clin. Zauns, fir, hold —I did give the note. 
Stand. And what anſwer ? 

Clin. I mean fir, I did not give him the note. 

Stand. What, d'ye banter, raſcal ? [ flrikes him again. 

Clin. Hold, fir, hold, he did ſend an anſwer. 

Stand. What was it, villain? | 
Clin. Why, truly, fir,” I have forgot it: I told you 
that I had a very ticacherous memory. 

Stand. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this month. 
raſcal. ( Beats him off, and Exit. 

Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure. Fort bon, fort bon, fort ben: this is better than 
| | expeRted ; but fortune {till helps the induſtrious. | 
Enter Clincher. 
Clin. Ah! the devil take all intriguing, fay I, and him 
who firſt invented canes :—that curſed colonel has got 
ſuch a knack of beating his men, that he has lett the 
* of a collar of bandileers about myſhoulders. 

Lure. O my poor gentleman: and it beaten J 

Clin. Yes, i have been beaten: but where's my 
cloaths, my cloaths ? on | 5 


: 7 I Lure. | 


ſowers my t 
have ſome r 
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Lure. What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my dear, 


will ve ? 
Clin. Will ye! if ever peep into a colonel's tent a- 


gain, may [| be forced to run the gauntlet : — but my 


cloaths, madam. 
Lure. I ſent the porter down ſtairs with the : did 


not you meet him? 


Clin. Meet him! no, not I. 

Parl No: he went out of the back- door, and is run 
clear away, I'm afraid. 

Clin. Gone, tay vou? and with my cloaths ? my fine 
jubilee cloaths ? — O, the rogue, the thief! — I'll have 
him hang'd for murder: — but how ſhall I get home in 
this pickle ? 

Parl. I'm afraid, fir, is colonel will be back preſent- 


ly; for he dines at home. 


Clin. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off! was ever man ſo 


managed! to have bis coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his 


coat too? „. 

Lure. Thus the noble poet ſpoke truth, 

| Nothing ſuits worſe with vice than want of ſenſe - 

Fools are flill wicked at their own expence. 

Parl. Methinks, madam, the injuries you have ſuf- 
fer'd by men muſt be very great, to _ ſuch heavy re- 
ſentments againſt the whole ſex. 

Lure. The greateſt injury that woman could ſuſtain; 
they robb'd me of that jewel, which preſerved, exalts 
our ſex alnoft to angels, but deſtroy'd, debaſes us below 
the worſt of brutes, mankind. 

Parl. But I think, madam, your anger ſhould be only 
coptined to the author of your wrongs. 

Lure. The author! alas, I know him nor, which 
makes my wrongs the greater. 

Parl. Not know him! tis odd, madam, that a man 


ſtould rob you of that fame jewel you mention'd, and 
you not know him. 


Lure. Leave _— tis a ſubjeQ that always 
Per: ; but ſince by thy faithful ſervice I 
aſon to confide in your ſecreſy, hear the 
ſtrange relation: — Some twelve, twelve years ago 1 
lived at my fathe 's houle in Oxfordſhire, bleſt with in- 
nocence, the ornamental, but oP guard of bloojiing 
beauty: 
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beauty : TI was then juſt fifteen, an age oft fatal to the 
female ſex : our youth is tempting. our innocence Cre- 
dulous, roinances moving, love powerful, and men ate 
villains. Then 1t happen d that three young gentlemen 
from the univerſity coming into the country, and being 
ber igbted, and ſtrangers, call'd at my father's: he was 
very g lad of their company, and offe1'd them the enter- 
tainment of his houſe. 

Parl. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! theſe 
ſtrolling collegians are never abroad but upon ſome 
_—.: 

Lure. They had fome private frolick or deſign in their 
heads, as appeared by their not naming one another, 
which my tather perceiving, out of civility, made no 
enquiry into their affairs; two of them had a heavy, pe- 
dantick, univerfity ait, a fort of diſagreeable, ſcholaſtick 
booriſhnets in their behaviours ; - but the third ! 

Pari. Ay! the thnd, madam - the third of all things, 
they ſay, is very critical. 

Lure. He was — but, in hort, nature cut him out for 
my undoing ;— he jecin'd to be about eighteen, 

Parly. A ht match tor your fitteen as could be. 

Lure He had a g:nteel ſweetneſs in his face, a grace- 
ful comelinets in his perton, and his rongue was ; fir ro 
ſooth ſott innocence to ruin: his very looks were witty, 
and his exptcitive eyes tpoke 10{ter, prettier things than 
words could traue. | | 

Part "There wil be nrſchief by and by, T never 
heard a woman talk tv much of eyes, but there were 
tears preſently after. | 

Lare. His diſcoutſe was directed to my father, bet his 
looks to me. After ſupper I went to my chamber, and 
read ( aſſundra; then went to bed, and dreamt of him 
all night: roſe in the morning and mage verles ; ſo fell 
deſperately in love my father was fo pleaſed with his 
converſation, that he begg d their company next day; 
they conſented, and next night, Parly | 

Part. Ay, next night, madain — next night, I'm a- 
fraid, was a night, indeed. 

Lure. He brib'd my maid with his gold out of her ho- 
neſty, and me with his rhetoric out of my honour <—— 
ſhe admitted him to my chamber, and there he vow'd, 


D. 2 and : 


pole bis defigns are honoulable. 
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and ſwore, and wept, and figh'd, and conquer'd. [weepe, 
Parl. Alack-a- day, poor fifteen ! [ weeps, 


Lure. He ſwore that he would come down from Oæ- 
ford in a fortnight, and marry me. 


Parl. The old bait! the old bait —I was cheated juſt 
ſo myſelf. [A/tde. 


But had not you the wit to know his name all this 
while ? | | | 

Lure. Alas! what wit has innocence like mine? he 
told me that he was under an obligation to his compa- 
nions of concealing himſelf then, but that he would 
write to me in two days, and let me know his name and 
quality. After all the binding oaths of conſtancy, juin- 


ing hands, exchanging hearts, I gave him a ring with 
this motto, Lowe and Honour: then we parted ; but | 
never faw the dear decetver more. 


Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 


Lure. I nced not tell my griefs, which my father's 


death made a fair pretence for; he leit mie ſole heirels 


and executrix to three thouſand pounds a year. At laſt, 
my love for this ſingle ditſenibler, turn'd ro a hatred of 


the whole ſex; and reſolving to divert my melancholy, 


and wake my large forture ſubtervient to ny pleaſure 
and revenge, I went to tiavel; where in moſt courts of 


Europe I have done ſome execution ; here | will play 

my laſt ſcene ; then retire to my country-houſe, live to- 

litaty, and die a penitent. | 
 ÞParl But don't you ſtill love this dear diff-mbler ? 


Lare. Moſt certainly: tis love of him that keeps wy | 
anger warm, repreſenting the baſeneſs of mankind full in 


view, and makes iy retentments work — We ſhall have 


that old impotent lecher S nuggler here to-night : I have 


2 plot to iwinge bim and his preciſe nephew, Vizard. 
Varl. I think, madam, you manage every body that 
comes in yout way. 1 | 

Lure. No, Parly, thoſe men, whoſe pretenſions I found 


jutt and honourable, I fairly diſmilt by letting them : 


know my firm reſolutions never to marry. But thoſe 


_ vilajus chat would attempt my honour, I've ſeldom 
lail'd to manage. | „„ 


Parl. What d'ye think of the colonel, made m ? I ſup- 


| 
: 


Lare. 


1 
2 


PPP 


he's a man ſtill. - When I once try'd 


your ſword. 
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Lure. That man's a riddle; there's ſomething of ho- 
nour in his temper that pleaſes: Vin ſyte he Jyves ine 
too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and _ ſatisfy'd, but 

is pulte about 
marriage, his blood ran as low as a coward's: he (wore, 
indeed, that he lov'd me, but could not marry me for— 
ſooth, becauſe he was engag' elfewh. re. So poor a pre- 
tence made me diſdain his paſſion, wliich otherwiſe might 
have been unealy to me — But, hang hun, | have teiz'd 


him enough — beſides, Parly, | begin to be tired of wy 


revenge — but this buſs and guinea, 1 mutt mau] once 
more: [Il hanſel his woman's cloaths tor him Go, get 
me a pen and ink; I mult write to /:zard too. 

Fortune, this ance aſſiſi me as before ; | 

Two ſuch machines can never work in vain, 

As thy propitious wheel, und ny prejecting brain. 
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ACT W. 
S CEN E, Covent Garden. 


: Wildair and Standard meeting. 
Stand. I Thought, Sir Harry, to have met vou eber 
| I this in a mote convenient place; but ſince my 
wrongs were without ceremony, my revenge ſhall be fo 
too. Draw, fr. | 
Mild. Draw, fir! what fhall I draw? 27 
Stand. Come, come, fir; J like your facetious ku- 


mour well enough, it ſhews courage and unconcern: l 


know you brave, and therefore ule you thus. Draw 
Wild. Nay, to oblige you I will draw : but the devil 
take me if | hight — perhaps, colone], this is the pret- 


tieſt blade you have teen. 


Stand. I doubt not but the arm is good ; and there- 
forth think both worth my reſentment. Come, fir. 
Wild. But, prithee, colonel, doſt think that Pm ſuch 


2 madman as to fend ny foul to the devil, and my body 


to the werms upon every fool's errand ? 


Stand. 
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Stand. I hope you're no coward, fir ? 


Wild. Coward, fir! I have eight thouſand pounds a 


year, fir. 
Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge. 
Wild. Ay, for the ſame reaſon that | wore a red coat: 
becauſe 'twas faſhionable. 
Stand. Sir, you tought a French count in Paris. 


Wild. True, fir, he was a beau like myſelf: now 


' you're a ſoldier, colonel, and fighting's your trade; and 
] think it downright madnels to contend with any man 
in his proteſſion. 


5 r 


Stand. Come, ſir, no more dellying : I ſhall take ve- 


ry unſeemly methods, if you don't er 1 a gen- 
tleman. 


Wild. A gentleman ! why there again now. A gentle- 
man! I tell you once more, colonel, that I'm a baronet, 


and have eight thouſand pound a year. I can dance, 


ſing, ride, fence, underſtand the languages. Now, 1 


can't conceive how running you thro' the body ſhould 


contribute one jot more to my gentility. But pray, colo- 


nel, | had forgot to aſk you: what's the quarre! ? 
ytand. A woman, fir. 

Wild. hen I put up my ſword.” Take her 

Stand. Sir, my honour's concern'd. 

Wild. Nay i your honour be concern'd with a wo- 
man, get it out of her hands as ſoon as you can. An 
honourable lover is the gre..:elt ſlave in narure: ſome 
will ay, the greateſt fool. Come, come, colone], this 


is ſomething about the lady Lurenvell, I warrant ; I can 


give you ſatisfaction in that affair. 

Stand. Do ſo then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your [word firſt : you know I dare fight: 
but I had much rather make you a friend than an enemy: 
I can aſſute you this lady will prove too hard for one of 
your teniper. You have too much honour, too much in 
conicience, to be a favourite with the ladies. 

Stand. Jam afſured, 8 the never gave you any en- 
couragement 


Wild. A man can never has 8 with a ſw a in 


his hand. Sheath your weapon ; and then if I don't la- 
tisfy you, heath. it in wy body. 


Stand. 


; 
P 
f. 
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Stand. Give me but demonſtration of her granting 
ou any favour, and 'tis enough. 

Wild Will you take my word? 

Stand. Pardon me, fir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own eyes? 
Stand. Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no: they 
have deceive me already. 925 

Wild. That's hard. — But ſome means [ ſhall deviſe 
for your ſatisfaQtion.—We muſt fly this place, elſe that 
cluſter of mob will overwhelm vs. -  [Exeunt. 
Enter Mob, Tom Errand's Wife burrying in Clincher 

en. in Errand's chaths. 

Wife. O, the villain, the rogue, he has murder'd my 
huſband : ah, my poor Timothy! . 

Clin. ſen. Dem your Timothy. — your huſband has 


murder'd me, woman; for he has carried away my 


fine Jubilee cloaths. TY 9 

Wife. Ah, you cut- throat, have you not got his 
cloaths upon your back there? — neighbours, don't 
you know poor T7 imotBy's coat and apron? 

Mob. Ay, ay, 'tis the ſame, | 

1 Mob. What ſhall we do with him, neighbours ? 

2 Mob. Well pull him in pieces. | 

1 Mob. No, no; then we may be hang'd for murder; 


but we'll drown him. | 


Clin. ſen. Ah, good people, pray, don't drown me; 
for I never learnt to ſwim in all my life. Ah, this 


plaguy intriguing! 


Mob. Away with him, away with him to the Thames. 
Clin. ſen. Oh, if I had but my ſwimming girdle now. 
--.."- ; Boater Confebs. 

Conſt. Hold, neighbours, | command the peace. 

Wife. O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a rogue that has mur- 
der' d my huſband, and robb'd him of his cloaths 
Conſt. Murder and robbery! then he muſt be a ge 
tleman. Hands off there, he muſt not be abuſed — 
Give an account of yourſelf: are you a gentleman ? 


(uin ſen. No, fir, | am a beau. 


Conſt. Then you have kill'd no body, I'm perſuaded. 

ow came yeu by theſe cloaths, fir ? 5 

Clin. ſen. You muſt, know, fir, that walking along. 
Iden 
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I don't know how, fir, I can't tell where, fir; and — ſo 


2 and I changed cloaths, fir. 


nt. Very well the man 1 reaſon, and like a i 


gentle man. 


Wife. But, pray, Mr. Conſtable, aſk him how he | 


changed cloaths with him. 


Conft. Silence, woman, and don t diſturb the court. 


Well, fir, how did you change cloaths ? 
Clin. ſen. Why, fir, he pull'd off my coat, and I drey | 
off his: ſo I put on his coat, and he puts on mine. 


Clin. ſen. Why, neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty; 


ſearch him; and it he carries no arms about him, we'll 


let him go. [T hey ſearch his pockets, and pull out his piſtols | 


Clin. ſen. O Gemini] my Jubilee piſtols. 


Conſt. What, a caſe of piſtols! then the caſe is plain, 7 


Speak, what are you, fir? whence came you, and whi- 


ther go you? 


Clin. ſen. Sir, I came from Ruſſel-fireet, and am going 
to the Jubilee. | 


_ Wife. You ſhall 0 to the gallows, you rogue. 


F Conſt. Away wit him, away with him to Newgate 
wa. 
mary aut: 


Clin. ſen. I ſhall goto the Jubilee now'indeed. [Exeunt | 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. | 
Wild. In ſhort, colonel, 'tis all nonſenſe: fight for a 


woman! hard by is the lady s houſe, if you pleaſe, well 


wait on her together: you ſhall draw your ſword, Fl! 
draw my ſnuff box you ſhall produce your wounds fe- 


ceived in war, Tl] relate mine by Cupid's darts; — you 
| ſhall look big, I'll ogle ; — you ſhall ſwear, I'll ſigh ; — 

you ſhall /a, /a, and T1] couper, and if ſhe flies not to 
my arms, like a hawk to its perch, my dancing-maſter 


deſerves to be damn'd. 


Stand. With the generality of women, 1 grant you, 
theſe arts may prevail. | 


Wild. Generality of women ! why, there again you oe 1 


out. They're all alike, fir: I never heard of any one 


' that was particular, but one. 


Stand. Who was the, pray? 


Wild. Penelope, | think ſhe's call'd ; and that' $A poe - 
tical ſtory too. When will You find a poet in our age 


make a woman to Cha't, te 


$7 and. 1 


$4 a 


ſo 


. n 
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Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious humour can 
diſguiſe falſhood, and make calumny pals for ſatyr: but 


you have promiſed me ocular demonſtration that ſhe 


favours you : make that good, and [ ſhall then maintain 


faith and female to be as inconſiſtent as truth and talſ- 


hood. | 
Wild. Nay, by what you have told mel am fatisfy'd 
that ſhe impoſes on us all; and Vizard too ſeems what 
till ſuſpected him: but his honeſty once miſtruſted, 
ſpoils his knavery : — but will you be convinced if our 
plot ſucceeds ? | 
Stand. I rely on your word and honour, Sir Harry ; 
which if I doubted, my diſtruſt would cancel the obli- 
gation of their ſecurity. 
Wild. Then meet me half an hour hence at the 
Rummer : you muſt oblige ie by taking a hearty glaſs _ 
with me toward the fitting me out tor a certain project, 
which this night I undertake. TE | 
Stand. J gueſs by the preparation, that woman's the 
deſign. To 
Wild. Ves, faith —I am taken dangerouſly ill with 
two fooliſh maladies, modeſty and love; the firit ll cure 
with Burgundy, and my love by a night's lodging with 
the damiel. A ſute remedy. Probatum eff. 
Stand. PII certainly meet you, fir. {Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Clincher jun. and Dicky. 
Clin. jun. Ah! Dicky, this London is a ſad place, a fad 
vicious place: [ with that I were in the country again. 
And this brother of mine! I'm forry he's fo great a 


take: | had rather ſee him dead than tee him thus. 


Dick. Ay, fir, he'll ſpend his whole ettate at this ſame 
Jubilee. Who d'ye think lives at this tame Jubilee? 
Clin. jun. Who, pray? 
Dick. The pope. © -.. 
Clin. jun. The devil he does! my brother go to the 
place where the pope dwells! he's bewitch'd, lure. 
Enter Tom Ertand in Clincher ſentor's cloaths. 
Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely alter'd. 
Clin. jun. Altera! why, he looks like 7 already. 
Err. This lace will ſell. What a blockhead was the 
fellow to truſt me with this coat! If I can get croſs the 


_ garden, down to the water-lide, I'm pretty ſecure. [Afide. 


Clin. 
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Clin. jun. Brother! —alaw! O Gemini ! are you my 
brother? | 
' Dick I ſsize you in the king's name, fir. 
Err. O lord, ſhould this prove ſome parliament man 
now ! 
Clin. iun. Speak, you rogue, what are you ? 
Err. A poor porter, fir, and going «©: an errand. 
Dick. What errand? ſpeak, you rogue. 
Err. A tools errand ? I'm atraig. 
Clin. jun. Who ſent you? 
Err A beau, fir. 
Dies. No, no, the rogue has murder'd your brother, 
an ſtript him of his cloaths, 
Clin. jun. Murder'd my brother! O Crimini! O my 
poor Jubilee brother! — flay, by Jupiter Ammon ! m 
heir tho': ſpeak, firrah, have you kill'd him? confeſs 
that you have kill'd him, and I'll give you half a crown. 
Err. Who I, ſir? ck -a-day, fir, I never kill'd any 
man, but a carrier's horſe once. 
(lin. jun. Ihen you ſhall certainly be hone dq; but 
conteſs that you kili'd him, and we'll let you ' 
Err. Telling the truch hangs a man, but confeſſing a 
lie can do no harm; belides, it the worſt comes to the 
worſt, | can but deny it again: — Well, fir ſince J mutt 
tell you. I did kill hin. 
Clin. jun. Here's your money, ſir — But are you ſure 
you kill'd him dead? 
Err. Ill {wear it before any judge in England. 
Dick. But are you lure that he is dead in la? 
Err. Dead in law? J can't tell whether he be dead in 
law : but he's as dead as a door- nail; for I gave him 
ſeven knocks on the head with à ha umer. | 


Dick. Then you have the eſtate by the ſtatute. Any 


man that's knock'd o th' head is dead in law. 
Clin jun. But are you ſure he was compos mentis 
* he was kill d? 


Err. I ſuppoſe he was, fir, for he told me nothing to 


the contrary afterwards. | 
Clin. jun. Hey! —then I go to the Jubilee — ſtrip, 
ſir, trip. By Jupiter ammon, trip. 
Dick. Ah! don't ſwear, fir. 
{ Puts on his brether s cloaths. 


Clin. 
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chin jun. Swear, fir, zoons, han't I got the eſtate, 
fir ? come, fir, now I'm in mourning for my brother, 

Err. I hope you'll let me go now, fir. 77 

Clin jun. Yes, yes, fir, but you muſt firſt do me the 


ſavour, to {wear poo beiore a magiſtrate, that you 


kill' d him dead, that | may enter upon the eſtate with- 
out * trouble. By Jupiter amnmon, all my religion's 


gone, ſince I put on taeſe fine cloaths — hey, call me a 
coach to;mebovy. 


Err. Ay, maſter, let me go, and Ill call one imme- 
diately. | | | 

Clin. jun. No, no, Dich, carry this ſpark before a 
juſtice, and when he has made oath, you may diſcharge 
him. [Exeunt Dick and Err. 

And I'll go fee Angelica. Now that I'm an elder bro- 


ther, I'll court, and ſwear, and rant, and rake, and go 


to the Jubilee with the belt of them. | Exit 
| | SCE NE, Lurewell's [[ouſe. | 

OST . Lurewell, and Parly. 

Lure. Are you ſure that Vizard had my letter? 

Parl. Yes, yes, madain, one of your ladyſtüp's foot- 
men gave it ty kim in the park, and he told the bearer, 
with all tranſports of joy, that he would be punctual to 
a minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt villains, ſome time or other, are 


punctual to their tuin; and hypocriſy by impoſing on 


the world, at laſt deceives ifelt. Are all things pre- 
pared for his reception ? | 3 
Parl. Exactly to your ladyſhip's order ; the alderman 
too is juſt come, drets'd and cook'd up for iniquity. 

Lure. Then he has got woman's cloaths on ? 
Parl. Yes, madam, and has paſs'd upon the family 
for your nurſe. „ 

Lure. Convey him into that cloſet, and put out the 


candles; ard tell him, I'il wait on him preſently. 


[4s Parly goes 19 put out the candles, ſomebody knocks, 
Lure. This mutt be ſome clown without manners, or 


a gentleman above ceremony. Who's there? | 


Wild. (Sings.) 5 | 
Thus 3 knock'd at Celia's door, 
He jigh'd, and beg d. and wep', and ſwore, 
| | | The 
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The ſign was ſo. (knocks. 
| She anſawwer'd, no, | | 
Mo, no, no. [Knocks thrice. 


Again he figh'd, again he pray'd 3 

o, Damon, no, Ian afraid, 
Con ſider, Damon, Pm a maid : 

Conſider, 
No. 
Tama maid, 
'0, &C. | 
At laft his fighs and tears made way, 
She reſe, _ 450 turn d the bey, 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but de not flay ; 
I may conclude, 
Dou will be rude, 
But if you are, you may. 

Wildair enters. Og 

Lure. Tis too early for ſerenading, Sir Harry. 


there's an harmonious conſent in their natures. and 


when rightly juin'd, they make up the chorus of earthly 


happineſs. 


Lure. But, Sir Harry, what tempeſt drives you here 


at this hour ? 
Mild. No tempeſt, madam, but as fair weather as ever 
enticed a Citizen's wife to cuckold her huſband in freth 
air. Love, madam. [Wildair taking her by the hand. 
Lure. As pure and white as angels [oft deſires, is't not lo. 
Wild. Fierce, as when rife, conſenting beauty fires. 


Lure. O villain! what privilege has man to our de- 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our ruin ? Aide. 


3 [Wildair drops a ring, ſhe takes it up. ; 
If this be a love-token, your miſtreſſes tavours hang ve- | 


ry looſe about you, fir. 
Wild. I can't juſtly, mada 


ing it up by any thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 


ure. You gentlemen have the cunningeſt way of 
playing the fool, and are fo induſtrious in your profuſe- . 


neſs. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholding to chance or de- 
fign for this ring ? 


Wild. To deſign, upon my honour ; and I hope my 


deſign will ſucceed, [ Afede. ' 
1 Lure. 


m, pay your trouble of tak- 


- 
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[ 


Wild. Whereloever love is, there muſick is proper; 


5 


night that 
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Lure. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch a fine ting? | 


Wild. You'll give me another, you'll give me anuther 
Finne thing. (Both ſing. 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? 

Wild. With all my heart, madam, fo I may be free 
with you. 

Lure. Then plainly, fir, T ſhall beg the favour to ſee 
you ſome other time; for at this very minute I have 
two lovers in the houte. | 

Hild. Then to be as plain, T muſt be gone this minute, 
for I muſt ſee another miſtreſs within theſe two hours. . 

Lure. Frank and free. 

Wild. As you with me — Madam, your humble 


ſervant. | Exit. 


Lure. Nothing can diſturb his humour. Now for my 
merchant and 7s. (Exit, and takes the candles with ber. 
Enter Parly, leading in 8 nuggler, 4rd in WIman's 

chaths. 
bal This way, Mr. Alderman. 
Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly — I'm oblig' 4 to you for 


this trouble; here are a couple of ſhillings for you. 


Times are hard; very hard, indeed, but next tine III 
ſeal a pair of ſilk ſockings from my wife, and bring 
them to 122 what are you ——— about my 
pockets for:? 

Parl. Only letting the plaits of your gown : here 


ſir, into this clolet, and my lady will wait on you pre- 


ſent] 
17275 him inte the cloſet, runs out, and returns with Viz. 
Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear, auſpici- 
ous little pilot? 
Parl. You're almoſt in port, fir, my lady's in the clo- 


ſet, and will come out to you immediately. 
Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought. [Kiſſes her. 
Parl. P'ſhaw ! who has hired me beſt? a couple of 

ſhillings, or a couple of kiſſes? _ (Exit. 


Ps. bay crea darkneſs guides the lover's ſteps, and 
adows outward ſenſe, lights up our inward 


joy. Night! the great awful ruler of mankind, which, 

like the Perfian monarch hides its royalty, to raiſe the 

veneration of the world. Under thy eaſy reign diſſem- 
os | blers 
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blers may ſpeak truth; all Naviſh forms and ceremonies N 
laid aſide, and generous villainy may act without con- 
ſtraint. | 


Smug. (peeping out of the cloſet.) Bleſs me! what ; 


voice is this? 


Vis Our hungry appetites, like the wild beaſts of | 
prey, now ſcour abroad, to gorge their craving maus; 


the pleaſure of hypocriſy, like a cha in'd lion, once 


broke looſe, wilcly indulges i its new freec om, ranging 
through all unbounded joys. | 
Smug. My nephew's voice! and 8 poſſeſs d 


with an evil ſpirit; he talks as profanely, as an aQor | 


poſſeſs'd with a poet. 


Viz. Ha! I hear a voice: madam — * life, my 
* ! where ar2 you, madam ? 

Madam! he takes me for a woman too, I'll try | 
bim "Wh 


ere have you left your ſanctity, Mr. Vizard. 
Viz. Talk no more of that urprateinl ſubjeQ—] left 
it where it has only buſineſs, with day:- light, tis need- 
leſs to wear a maſk in the dark. 


Smug. O, the rogue, the rogue! — the world takes 


you for a ſober, virtuous gentleman. 


Viz. Ay, madam, that adds ſecurity to all my plea- | 
ſures — with me a cully-ſquire may ſquander his eſtate, 
and ne'er be thought a ſpend-thrift — with me a holy 


elder may zealouſſy be drunk, and toaſt his tuneful noſe 


in ſack, to make it hold forth clearer — but ht is 
moſt my praiſe, the formal, rigid ſhe, that rails at vice 
and men, with me ſecures her looſeſt pleaſures, and her 
ſtricteſt honour — ſhe who with ſcornſul mein and vir- 
tuous pride, diſdains the name of whore, with me can 


wanton, and laugh at the deluded world. 


 Smug. How have ! been deceived! then you are very 


great among the ladies? 
Vis. Yes, madam, they know that, like a mole in the | 
earth, I dig deep but inviſible ; not like thoſe fluttering 
noiſy ſinners, whoſe pleaſures is the proclamation of their 
taults, thoſe empty flaſhes who no ſooner kindle, but 


they mult blaze to alarm the world. But come, ma- 


dam, you delay our pleaſures 


Smug. He ſurely takes me for the lady Lines -- ſhe 
has made him an appointment too -- but! Il be reveng's 


"of 


' 


him. 
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of both --- W ell, fir, what are theſe you are ſo intimate 


with! | 
Vig. Come, come, madam, you know very * a 


- thoſe who ſtand to Ir gh. that the vulgar envy their 


crimes, whole figure adds priviiege to their fin, and 
makes it paſs unqueſtion d; fair, high, pamper'd females, 


- whoſe {peaking eyes, and picicing voice, would arm the 


ſtatue of a Sic, and animate his cold marble with the 
ſoul of an Epicure, all ravithing, lovely, ſoft, and kind 


like you. 


Smug. I am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall find 
me much harder than you imagine, friend --- Well, fir, 
but 1 ſuppoſe your diſſimulation has ſome other motive 
beſides pleature ? 

Viz. Yes, madam, the honeſteſt motive in the world, 
intereſt ---you muſt know, madam, that I have an old 
_ alderman, Smuggler ; you have teen him, 1 ſup- 

ole ? 
. Smug. Yes, ves, have ſome ſmall acquaintance with 


is "Ts the moſt knaviſh, prec iſe, cov tous old 
rogue, that ever died of a gout. 

Smug. Alt! the young lon of a v hore. bal ell, fir, and 
what of him ? 

Viz. Hell hungers not more for . foals when 
he for ill-got peli --- and yet (what S wondcrtul) be that 
would ſtick at no pivhtable villainy himfelt, loves „li- 
neſs in another — he prays all Sunday for the fins oldhe 


week pail --- he ſpends all dinner-time in two tedious 


gtaces, and what he deſigns a bletfing to the nieat, proves 
a Curſe to his family --- he's the molt — 
Smug. Well, well, fi, | know him very vell 
Viz. Then, madam, he has a lwinging eſtate, wh ch 


| Tdefign to purchaſe as à taint, and tpend like a gen 


man. He got it by cheating, and ſhould loſe it by ac- 
ceit. By the pretence ot my zcal and ſobriety, Il co- 
zen the old miter one of thele days out of a ſertiement, 
and deed of conveyance | 
| Smug. It ſhall be a deed to convey you to the gal- 
lows then, you young dog. | 45 le. 
Vix. And no ſooner he's dead, but Vl rattle over Þ + 
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grave with a coach and fix, to inform his covetous ghoſt | 


how genteely | ſpend his money. ” 
Smug. Tl prevent you, boy, for I'll have my money 


bury'd with me. - [Afide: 1 
Viz. Bleſs me, madam, here's a light coming this way, 
1 muſt fly immediately; when thall | ſee you, macam? 


Smug. Sooner than you expect, my dear. 
Viz. Pardon me, dear madam, I would not be ſeen 
for the world. I would ſooner forteit my lite, nay, my 


_ pleaſure, then my reputation. Exit. 


Smug. Reputation ! reputation! that poor word ſuffers 


- 
» 1 


9 
* 


3 


a great deal — well ! thou art the moſt accoupliſk'd hy. 
pocrite that ever made a plodding face over a dith of 
coffee, and a pipe of tobacco. He owes me for ſeven 


to be afraid of ſome miſchief —I wiſh that ] were ſafe 
within the city liberties ; II hide myſelf. | Ponds je. 
Enter Butler, with other ſervants and light. 


years maintenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven years im- 
"ay ; and when I die, I'll leave him to the fee- 
ſimple of a rope and a ſhilling - Who are theſe? I begin 


Bur. But I fay there are two ſpoons warting, and TI g 
ſearch the whole houſe --- two ipcons will be no ſmall. 


gap in my quarter's wages — 
Serv. When did you miſs them, Janes? 


But. Miſs them! why. I mits them now ; in ſhort they 
muſt be among you, and if you cor't return them, Ill. 
Lo to the cunning-man to-morrow morning; m ſpooni | 


1 want, and my ſpoons | wi'l have. 
Serv. Come, come, ſearch about. 


Ah! who's this? 


But. Flarkee, good weman, what makes you hide 
yourſelf? what are you aſham'd of? 


(They ſearch, and diſcover Smuggler. 


 Smup. Aſhamed of! O lord, fir, I'm an honeſt old wo- 
man, that never was aſhamed of any thing. 4 


But. What are you a nidwiſe then? ſpeak, did you 
not ſee a couple of ſtray ſpoons in your travels? | 


Sriug. Stray ſpoons! 


but Ay, ay, firay ſpoons ; in ſhort you ſole them, 


and i ſhake your oid limbs to pieces if you don't de- 


liver them preſently. | 
Smugp. Lleſs me! a revererd elder of ſever.ty years old 
| acculed 


1 
| 


* 


Id | 
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accuſed for Petty larceny ! --- Why, ſearch me, good 


peop le, ſearch me, and if you find any ſpoon, about we 


ou Paal burn me kor a witch. 
But. Ay, ay, we will ſearch you, miktreſs. 
[They ſearch and pull the ſpoons out of His pocket. 
mug. Oh! the devil, the devil! 
= Where, where is he? lord bleſs us! ſheis a 
witch in good earneſt, may be. 
Smup. O, it was ſon e devil, ſome Cogent. garden, 01 or 
St. James's devil, that put chem | in my pockat. | 
But. Ay, ay, you thall be hang'd for a thief, burnt 
for a witch, and then carted for a bawd. Speak, * hat 
are you? 
mug. Pm the lad y Lureavell's nurie. 
E nter Lurewell. 
Lure. What noiſe is this? | 
But. Here is an old Sureubus, madam, that has ſtole 


two ſilver ſpoons, and ſays, the's your nurie. 


Lure. My nurſe! O, the impudent old jude, I never 
faw the wither'd creature before. 

Smug. Then I'm finely caught. O, 3 madam, 
don't you know me? don' t you ren: ember buf; and 
guinea ? | 

Lure. Was ever ſuch in puc ence? I know thee! v. hy 
thou'rt as brazen as a bawd in the ſide-box -- take her 
before a juſtice, and then to Neat gate, au ay. 

Smug. O! conſider, madam, that Pm an alderman. 

Lure. Conſider, ſir, that you're a compound of cove- 
touſneſs, hypocriſy, and kna very; and muſt be puniſh'd 


_ accordingly --- you muſt be in petricoats, gouty mon- 


ſter, mutt ye? you mult buſs and guinea too, you muſt 


tempt a lady“ s honour, old ſatyr; away with him. 


[They hurry him off. 
Still may our ſex thus frauds of men oe, 
Still may our arts delude thoſe tempting fees. 
May hanour rule, and never full betray'd, 
| But vice be caught in nels 4 % virtue laid, 
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SCENE, Lady Darling's Houſe. 


| 25 Darling and Angelica. 
Dari. Aughter, ſince you have to deal with a man 
of fo peculiar a temper, you muſt not think 
the general arts of love can ſecure him; you may there- 
fore allow ſuch a courtier ſome encouragement extraor- 
dinary, without reproach to your modeſty. | 
Angel. Jam ſenſible, madam, that a formal nicety makes 
our modeſty fit awkard, and appears rather a chain te 
enſla ve, than a bracelet to adorn us—it ſhould ſhow un- 


moleſted, eaſy, and innocent as a dove, but ſtrong and 


- vigorous as a faulcon, when aſſaulted. 


Darl. Pm atraid, daughter, you mittake Sir Barry's | 


gaiety for diſhonour. | 
Angel. Tho' modeſty, madam may wink, it muſt not 
fleep, when powerful enemies are abroad.—I muſt con- 
feſs, that of all mens, I would not fee Sir Harry Wildair's 
_ faults; nay, I could wreſt moſt ſuſpicious words a thou- 
fand ways to make them look like honour—but, madam, 
in ſpite of love I mull hate him, and curſe thoſe prac- 
tices which taint our nobility, and rob all virtuous wo- 
men of the braveſt men. — 3 | 5 
Dar. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica, for 


Pm fatisfy'd Sir Harry's deſigns are only to court and 


marry you. | | | 
Angel. His pretence, perhaps, was ſuch, but women 


now like enemies are attack'd ; whether by treachery, 


or fairly conquer'd, the glory of triumph is the fame — 
pray, madam, by what means were you made acquainted 
with his deſigns ? 5 5 


Darl. Means, child? why my couſin Vizard, who, 
I'm ſure, is your fincere friend, ſent him, He brought 


me this letter from my couſin | 


-— 
— 


[ Gives her the letter, which be opens. 


Angel. Ha! Vizard! then I'm abuſed in earneſt 


would Sir Harry, by his inſtignation, fix a baſe affront up- 


on 
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on me? no, J can't ſuſpeQ him of ſo ungenteel a crime 

—th's letter ſhall trace the truth (Aide. my ſuſpicions 

madam, are much clear'd, and I hope to fatisfy your la- 

dyſhip in my management, when next I ſee Sir Harry. 
| Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, here's a gentleman below calls himſelf 
Wildair. FT = 
Dar. Conduct him up. Daughter, I won't doubt 
your diſcretion. [Exit Darling. 

58 | Enter Wildair, _ 

Wild. O, the delights of love and Purgundy ! — ma- 


dam [ have toaſted your ladyſhip in fifteen bumpers ſue- 


_- commands us, - 


ceſſively, and ſwallow'd Cupids like loches, to every glaſs. 

Angel. And what then, ſin? | | 
Hild. Why then, madam, the wine has got into my 
head, and the Cupids into my heart: and unleſs by 
ry quick my flame, you kindly eaſe the ſmart, 

m a loſt man, madam. FVV 

Angel. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt pretence 
a gentleman can make for tudeneſs: for the excuſe is 
as ſcandalous as the fault: — therefore, pray, conſider 
who you are ſo free with, fir; a woman of condition, 
that can call halt a dozen footmen upon occaſion. 

Wild. Nay, madam, if you have a mind to toſs me in 
a blanket, half a dozen chamber-maids would do better 
ſervice. — Come, come, madam, tho? the wine makes 
me liſp, yet has it taught me to ſpeak plainer. By all 
the duſt of my ancient progenitors I muſt this night 
quarter my coat of arms with yours. | 

Angel. Nay then, who waits there ? 

1 - Enter Footmen. 
Take hold of that madman : and bind him. 

Wild. Nav, then Burgundy's the word, and ſlaughter 
will enſue. Hold — do you know, ſcoundrels, that I 
have been drinking victorious Burgundy ® {Draws 

Se v. We know you're drunk, Fs. 

Mild. Then how have you the impudence, raſcal*,to 
aſſault a gentleman with a couple ot flaſks of courage 
in his head? | „ „„ 

Servants. Sir, we muſt Co as our young miſtreſs 


Wild. 


own Cant. | 
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IWild. Nay, then, have among ye, dogs, 


[Throws money among them : they ſcramble and take it | 
up: he pelting them out, ſhuts the door, and return. 


Raſcals, poltrons—T've charm'd the dragon, and now p 


the fruit's my own. 


Angel. O, the mercenary wretches! this was a plot 


to betray me. 


Wild. J have put the whole army to flight: and now f 


take the 7 priſoner. [Laying hold on ber. 
Angel. I conjure you, fir, by the ſacred name of honour, 
by your dead father's name, and the fair reputation of 


your mother's chaſtity, that you offer not the leaſt of- 


n 


8 


ſence.— Already you have wrong'd me paſt redreſs.— 
Wild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable creature. — | 
Angel. What madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild dream of 


looſe deſire could prompt you to attempt this baſeneſs? 


view me well. — The brightneſs of my mind, methinks, 


ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee your miſtake | 
in my behaviour. I think it ſhines with ſo much inno- 


_ cence in iny face, that it ſhould dazzle all your vicious 


very ſelf is guard againſt yourſelf: I'm ſure there's ſome- | 
thing generous in your foul; my words thall ſearchit | 


out, and eyes ſhall fire it for my own defence. 


Wild. (Mimicking) Tall ti dum, tall ti didi, didum. 


A million to ene now, but this girl is juſt come fluſſ 


from reading the Rival Queens — | gad, I'll at her in het 


O my Statyra, O my angry deur, turn thy eyes on me, be- 


hold thy beau in buſkins. 


Angel. Behold me, fir, view me with a ſober thought, 


free from thoſe fumes of wine that throw a mitt before 
your fight, and you ſhall find that every glance from my 


reproaching eyes is arm'd with ſharp reſentinent, and 


with a virtuous pride that looks diſhonour dead. 


Wild. This is the firſt whore in Heroicks that I have 
met with, (Aſide.) Look ye, madam, as to that ſlender 
particular of your virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it; 
you may be as virtuous as any woman in England if you 
_ pleaſe; you may tay your prayers all the time but prays | 
madam, be plea ſed to conſider, what is this ſame virtue 


that you make ſuch a mighty noiſe about — Can your 


virtue | 


The Con/lant Coupe. 59 


virtue beſpeak you a front-row in the boxes ? no, for the 
players can't live upon virtue. Can your virtue keep you 
a coach and fix? no, no, your virtuous women walk a- 


bout--Can your virtue hire you a pue ina church? why, 


the very ſexton will tell you, no. Can your viitue {take 
for you at picquet? no. Then what buſineſs has a wo- 
man with virtue ?—Come, come, madam, I offer'd you 
fifty guineas — there's a hundred — the devil! virtuous 


ſtill! why, tis a hundred, hve (core, a hundred guineas. 


Angel. O indignation! were Ja man, you durſt not 
uſe me thus; but the mean, poor abuſe you throw on 
me, reflects upon yourſelf: our ſex ſti!] ttrikes an awe 
upon the brave; and only cowards dare affront a woman. 

Wild. Affront! 8'death, madam, a kurdred guineas 
will ſet you up at bafſet, a hundred guineus will turniſh 


out your lodgings with.chinaz a hundred guineas will 


give you an air of quality; a hundred guireas will buy 


you a rich efcrutore tor your bi!let-doux, or a fine com- 


mon-prayer-book tor your virtue. A hundred guineas 
will buy a hundred fine things; and ſine things are for 
fine ladies; and fine iadies ate for fine gentlemen ; and 
fine gentlemen are — | god this Burgundy wakes a man 


' ſpeak like an angel—come, come, madain, take it, and. 


put it to what ule you pleaſe. | 
Angel. Tl uſe it as ] would the baſe, unworthy giver, - 
thus. [Threws dzwwn the purſe, and ſlamps upon it. 
WW:!d. I have no mind to meddle in ſtate affairs; but 


theſe women will make me a parliament-man, ſpight of 


my teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a bit! againſt their ex- 
tortion. She trainples under foot that deity which all 
the world adores. — O, the bloonung pride of beautiful 
eighteen! P'haw, I' ralk to her no longer, I'll make 
my market with the old gentlewoman, the knows bufi- 


neis better, — (Goes te the door.) here, you friend, pray 
deſite the old lady to walk in. — Harkee, by gad, ma- 


dam, I'll tell your mother. 
Sn : a wo. A : 
Das!. Well, Sir Harry, 2 „ hon d'ye like my daugh- 


we; nar? | | | 
Wild. Like her, mada kee, will you take it? 
why faith, madam ! - ta  oney, I ſay, or J gad, 


all's out. 
| Angel. 
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| 
| 


Angel. All ſhall out; fir, you're a ſcandal to the name 


of gentleman. 


Wild. With all ny heart, madam --- in ſhort, madam, 


your caughter has uſed me ſomewhat too ſamiliarly, 
tho' I have treated her like a woman of quality. 
Del How; ir? | | 

Wild. Why, madam, I have offcr'd her a hundred 
guineas. 

Da |. A hundred guincas! upon what ſcore ? 

Will. Upon what ſcore! lord, lord, how theſe old 
women love to hear bawdy! why faith, undam, I have 


ne'er a double entendre 1cady at prefent, but I'll ting 


you a ſong, . 
Behold the gildfinches, tull al de rall. 
And a mun of my inches, tall al de r all, 
Tou ſhall take um, believe me, tall al de rall, 
If you will give me your tall al de rall. 
A modiſh minust, madam, that's all. 


__ Darl. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 


Will Ay, ſhe will have it in plain terms; then, ma- 
dam, in downright Engli/h, I ofter'd your daughter a 
hundred guineas, to- 1 | 

Angel Hold, fir, ſtop your abuſive tongue, too looſe 


that his deſigns were baſe, now they are too plain: this 
knight, this mighty man of wit and humour, is made a 
tool to a knave: Vigard has ſent him of a bully's er- 
rand, to affront a woman; but I ſcorn the abuſe, and 
him that offer'd it. 


for modeſt ears to bear Madam, I did before ſuſpect | 


Darl. How, fir, come to affront us! d'ye know who e 


we are, fir? 


Wild. Know who ye are? why, your daughter there 
is Mr. Vixard's couſin, I ſuppoſe ; --- and for you, ma- 


dam --- now to call her procureſs a la mode de France 


(Afide.) Teftime votre 1ccupation. 
Darl. Pray, fir, {peak Engliſh. | 


Wild. Then to define her office, a la mode de Londres! 
(Alide.) I ſuppoſe your ladythip to be one of thoſe civil, 
obliging, ditcreet, old gendewomen, who keep their 
viſiting days for the entertainment of their preſenting 

friends; whom they treat with imperial tea, a private 
| room, 


| 
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e | toom, and a pack of cards. Now I ſuppoſe you do un- 
derſtand me? 

n Darl. This is beyond ſufferance. But ſay, thou abuſive 

Y man, what injury have you e'er received from me or 


mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous aſperſion ? 
Angel. Yes, fir, what cauſe, what motives could in- 

d duce you thus to debaſe yourſelf below your rank? 
Wil. Hey day! now dear Roxana, and you my fair 
1 Satyra, be not fo very heroick in your ſtyles. Vizard's 


d - letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all the impertinent 
e dueſtions you have made me. . 
g Both Women. We appeal to that. | | 


Mild. And l'li ſtand to't; he read it to me, and the 
contents were pretty plain, I thought. 2 
Angel Here, fir, peruſe it, and fee how much we are 
injured, and you deceived. | ; 

Wild. (opening the letter.) But hold, madam, (Ts Dar- 
ling) betore I read, I'll make ſome conditions — Mr. 
Vixurd ſays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or 40 pieces; 
now, madam, if you have clapt in another cypher to the 


i account, and made it 3 or 4 hundred, by gad, I will not 

ſtand tot. mer: . 
6 Angel Now can't I tell whether diſdain or anger be 
the moſt juſt reſentment tor this injury. 


Darl. The letter, fir, ſhall anſwer you. 
Wild. Well then! (Reads.) | | 
Out of my earneſt inclination to je we your ladyſhip, and 
my couſin Angelica —ay, ay, the very words, | can 
ſay it by heart I have ſent fir Harry Wildair — 76 
court my couſin --- What the devil's this? ſent fir 
Harry Wildair 7 court my couftn --- he read to me a 
quite ditferent thing --- He's a gentleman of great parts 
and fortune. He's a fon of a whore and a raſcal. 
and would make your daughter very happy (Whiſtles.) 
in a huſband. (Io fooliſh and hums a ſong.) Oh, 
poor Sir Harry, what have thy angry ſtars deſign d? 
Angel. Now, fir, | hope you need no inſtigation to 
redrets our wrongs, ſince even the injury points the | 
FTF Z 
Dal. Think, fir, that our blood for many generati- 
ons has run in the pureſt channel of unſully'd honour. 
eee Wild. 


what are you, a cut-throat or a bum-bailiff? 
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Wild. Ay, madam. [ Bowos to her. | 
Angel. Conſider what a tender bloſſom is, female te- 


putation, which the leaſt air of foul detraction blaſts. 
Wild. Yes, madam. | | [ Bows to other. 


Darl. Call then to mind your rude and ſcanda lous 


behaviour. 
Wild. Right, madam. 5 [ Bows again. 
Angel. Remember the baſe price you offer me. | Exit. 


Wild. Very true, madam : was e'er man ſo catechiſed? |; 
Dar. Then think that Vizard, that villain Y:izard, 
cauſed all this, yet lives; that's all; farewell. 
Wild. Stay, madam, (To Darl.) one word; is there no 
other way to redreſs your wrongs, but by fighting? 


Dar. Only one, fir, which it you can think ot, you 


may do; you know the buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 

Wild. I underſtand you, madam. (Exit Darl ) Here am 
I brought to a very pretty Dilemma; I muſt commit mur- | 
der, or commit matrimony : which is beſt now? a licence 


from Dofors-commons, or a ſentence from the Old-baily? 


if T kill my man the law hangs me; if I marry my woman, 


I ſhall hang myſelf; — but damn it — Cowards dare 


fight, III marry, that's the moſt daring action of the two; 


ſo my dear couſin Angelica, have at you. Exit. 
SCENE, Newgate. 
< Clincher ſenior ſolus. . 
Clin. How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate reflec- 


tions? laſt week my father died; yeſterday I turn'd beau; 
_to-dayP'm laid by the heels, and to-morrow ſhall be hung 


by the neck — | was agreeing with a bookſeller about 


preg an account of my journey thro' France to Italy; 
but now, the hiſtory of my travels thro' Ho/burn to Ty- 
burn; — The laſt and dying ſpeech of beau Clincher, that 


was going to the Jubilee. --- Come, a halfpenny a-piece. 
A lack Gd, a ſad ſound, faith. Lis ko nou, — a 
man's death make a great noiſe in the world. 
goo Enter Smuggler and Goaler. | 
Smug. Well, triend, T have told you who I am: ſo 


7.20 ſend theſe letters into 7 hames-ſtreet, as directed ; they 


are to gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Goaler. 


Eh! this Neargate is a very populous place here's rob- 


bery and repentance in every corner. --- Well, friend, 


— 


| 
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Clin. What are you, miſtreſs, a bawd or a witch; 
hearkee, if you are a witch, dye ſee, ll give you a hun- 
dred pounds to mount me on a broomitaff, and whip me 
away to the Tubilee. = N 

Smug. The Jubilee! O, you young rake-hell, what 
brought you here? | Cn; 

Clin. Ah, you old rogue, what brought you here, if 
you go to that? | | 
' Smug. I knew, fir, what your powdering, your prink- 
ing, your dancing, and your friſking would come to. 

Clin. And I knew what your cozening, your extorti- 
on, and your ſmuggling would come to. 25 

Smug. Ay, fir, you muſt break your indentures, and 


run to the devil in a full-bottom wig, muſt you? 


Clin. Ay, fir, and you muſt put off your gravity, and 
run to the devil in petticoats : --- you defign to ſwing in 


_ maſquerade, maſter, dye: 


. mug. Ay, you muſt go to plays too, firrah : lord, 


Jord! what buſineſs a prentice at a play-houſe, unleſs 


it be to hear his maſter made a cuckold, and his miſtreſs 
a whore? Tis ten to one now, but ſome malicious poet 
has my character upon the ſtage within this month: 
Tis a hard matter now, that an honeſt, ſober man can't 
fin in private for this plaguy ſtage. I gave an honeſt 
gentlew.an five guineas myſelf towards writing a book 
agzinit it; and it has done no good, we lee. 

Clin. Well, well, maſter, take courage; our comfort 
is. we have lived together, and ſhatl die together; only 
with this difference, that I have lived like a fool, and 


| ſlalldie like a kna ve; and you have lived like a knavye, 


and ſhall die like a fool. 
Smug. No, firrah! | have ſent a meſſenger for my 
cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be up- 
on your jury by and by Go to prayers, you rogue, 
fo (0 prayers... Ie!xit Smug. 
( lin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking, when a man muſk 


| fay grace to the gallows. --- Ah, this curſed intriguing! 
had I ſwung handſomely in a filken garter now, I had 


died in my duty; but to hang in hemp, like the vulgar, 
"tis very ungenteel. Es 5 
Enter Tom Errand. 


A reprieve, a reprieve, thou dear, dear --- dau rogue, 


5 2 where 
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where have you been? thou art the moſt welcome FER 


ſon of a whore ; where's my cloaths ? 


Clin, What, fir, will you abuſe a gentleman ? 
Err. A gentleman! ha, ha, ha, dye know where you 


are, fir? we're all gentlemen here --- I ſtand up for li- 


berty and property. — — Newgate's a common-wealth. 
o courtier has buſineſs among us: come, fir, 
Clin. Well, but ſtay, ſtay, till I ſend for my own / 


cloaths: 1 ſhall get out preſently. 


Err. Ne, no, fir, mu ha' 1 8 into the dungeon, 41 
uncaſe you. 


Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me ; for I'm twenty thou- 


ſand ſtrong. [ Exeunt ſtru 4 


The SCENE changes to lady Darling's hou 
Enter Wildair avith letters, ſervants following. 


Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as directed; 


the city.— Tell all my friends a bridegroom's joy invites 
their preſence: Look all of ye like bridegrooms allo: 


ſhall crown the day, and love the night. Be gone, fly. 
Enter Standard. 


A thouſand welcomes, friend: my pleaſure's now com- 


| pleat, ſince I can ſhare it with my friend: briſk joy ſhall 
ound from me to you, then back again; and, like the | 


ſun, grow warmer by reflection. 


Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry ; but this 


tranſcends yourſelt, whence proceeds it ? 


Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs. my friend? — Whence | 
flows all earthly joy? what is the life of man, and foul 


of pleaſure? — Meman - W hat fires the heart with tran- 


ſport, and the foul with raptures* Lewely Woman. — 
hat is the maſter-{troak and {mile of the Creation, but 
charming virtuous woman - When nature in the gene- 
ral compoſition firſt brought woman forth, like a fluſh'd 
poet, raviſh'd with his fancy, with extaſy! the bleſt, the 
fair produQtion. — Methinks, my fricad, you reliſh not 


my mw Wane 1 is the caute ? 


Err. Sir, I fee where mine are: come fir, ſtrip, fir, 


ſtrip. 


you to Weftminfler — you to St. Fames's —and you ino 


5 


All appear with hoſpitable looks, and bear a welcome in 
your faces.— Tell 'em I'm married. If any aſk to whom 
wake no reply; but tell em that I'm: married, that joy | 


Stand. 


= charming bride. 
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Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs? — what is the bane of 
man, and ſcourge of life, but Woman ? — what is the 
heatheniſh idol man ſets up, and is damn'd for wor ſhip- 
ping? Treacherous Woman :—what are thoſe, whoſe eyes, 
like baſiliſks, ſhine beautiful for ture ow ar gry; whote 
ſmiles are dangerous as the grin of hends ? but falſe, de- 
luding Woman. — Woman, whoſe compoſition inverts hu- 
manity ; their body's heavenly, but their ſouls are clay. 

Wild. Come, come, colonel, this is roo much: I 
know your wrongs received from Lurewell may excuſe 
your reſentments againſt her: but tis unpardonable to 
charge the failings of a fingle woman upon the whole 
ſex. —I've found one, whole virtues 

Stand. So have I, Sir Harry ; | have found one,whoſe 
pride's above yielding to a prince: and if lying, diſſem- 
bling, perjury, and; ialſhood be no breaches in woman's 
honour, ſhe's as innocent as infancy. 

Mild. Well, colonel, I find your opinion grows 
ſtronger by oppoſition ; I ſhall now theretore wave the 
argument, and only beg you for this Day to make a 
ſhow of complailance, at lealt. - Here comes wy 


Enter Decking and Angelica. 

Stand. ( ſaluting Angelica) | with you, madam, all 
the joys of love and fortune. 

Enter Clincher junior. 

Clin. Gentleman and ladies, ['m juſt upon the ſpur, 
and have only a minute to take my leave. 

Mild. Whither are you bound, fir ? 

Clin. Bound, fir! Pu going to the Jubilee, fir. 

Darl. Bleſs me, aol in! how came you by theſe 
chats? 

Clin. Cloaths! ha, ha, ha, the rareſt jeſt ! ha, ha, ha, 
I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. | 

Darl. What” s the matter, couſin ? | 

Clin. The matter! ha, ha, ha: Why an honeſt por- 
ts, ha, ha, ha, has knock d out my brother's We 
ha, ha, ha. 

Wild. A very goed jeſt ifaith, ha, ha, ha. 

Clin. Ay, fir, but the beſt jeſt of all is, he knock d 


out his brains with a hammer, and ſo he is as dead as a 


| Gor-rail, ha, ha, ha, 
. Ef Dark; | 
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Darl. And do you laugh, wretch? i 
Clin. Laugh! ha, ha, ha: Let me lee e'er a younger 
brother in England, that won't laugh at ſuch a jelt. 

Angel. You appear'd a very ſober, pious geitleman 
ſome hours ago. £ 

Clin P'ſhaw, I was a fool then: but now, madam, 
I'm a wit: 1 can rake now.—As tor your part, madam, 
you, might have had me once :——but row, madam, if 
you ſhould chance to fall to eating chalk, or gnawing 
the ſheets, tis noe of my fault — now, macam —Þ've 
got an eſtate, and I mult go to the Jubilee. 

— Enter Clincher ſenior in a blunket. 

Clin. ſen. Muſt you ſo, rogue, muſt ye f — you will 
go to the Jubilee, will you? | 
Clin. jun. A ghoſt, a gholt !—Send for the Dean and 
Chapter preſently. | | | 

Clin ſen. A ghoſt! no, no, ſirtab, I'm an eder bic- 
ther, rogue. ns; 1 

Clin. jun. 1 don't care a fartbing for ihat; I'm ture 
you're dead in law. . | 12 | 
Clin. jen. Why ſo, firrah, why fo? a 

C lin. jun. Becauſe, fir, I can get a ſellow to ſwear he 
knock'd out your brains. 

Wild. An odd way of ſwearing a man out of his life, 

Clin. jun. Smell hin, gentlemen, he has a deadly ſcent 
about him. | 

Clin. ſen. Truly, the apprebenfions of death may 
have mace me favour a little — O lord — the colonel! 
the apprehenſion of him may make ine favour worſe, 
I'm atraid. | 
Clin. jun. In ſhort, fir, were you ghoſt, or brother, ot 
devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter Ammon. 

Stand. Go to the Jubilee! go to the bear-garden— 
| The travel of ſuch fools as you, doubly injures our 
country ; you expoſe our native follies, which ridicules 
us amongſt ſtrangers, and return fraught only with their 
vices, which you vend here for faſhionable gallantry. A 
travelling tool is as dangerous as a home-bred villain.— 
Get ye to your native plough and cart; converſe with _ 
animals like yourſelves, ſheep and oxen, men are crea- 
ures yen don't underſtand. ED 

Wild. Let em alone, colonel, their folly will be now 

| 1 5 divert- 
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other time — 
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diverting. Come, gentlemen, we'll diſpute this_ point 
ſome => time. | hear ſoine fiddles tuning; let's hear 
how they can entertain us: be pleas'd to fit. 
( Here finging and dancing. After which a 
ervant whiſpers Wildair. 

Wild. Madam, thall I beg you to entertain the com- 
pany in the next room for a moment? {To Darling. 
Darl. With all my heart — Come, gentlemen. 
Sh [Exeunt omnes but Wildair. 

Wild. A lady to enquire for me] Who can this be? 

Enter Lurewell. 


O, madam, this favour is beyond my expeQation, to 


come uninvited to dance at my wedding -M hat c've 
gaze at, madam $ | | 
Lure. A Monſter —-if thou art marry'd, thou'rt the 


moſt perjured wretch that eer avouch'd deceit. 


Wild. Hey day! why, madam, I'm ſure I ne'er ſwore 
to marty you! | made, indeed, u flight piomiſe, upon 
condition of your granting me a ſmall favour, but you 
would not conſent, you know, * | 

Lure. How he upbraids me with mv ſhame—can you 
deny your binding vows, when this appears a witneis a- 


gainſt your talthood * (fleas ua ring ) methinks the met- 


t of this ſacred pledge ſhou's Bali copiunon in your 
guilty face — read, read here the binding words of [we 
and bonour ; words not unknown to vour peffdious eyes 


 — tho' utter ſtrangeis to your treacheruus heart. 


Wild. The u 

Lure. Was i 
mitery when pal 
to know you talle ? 
the ſurprizing motto, 
knowledge I had ot you 
eond worte. | 

Wild. What the devil's all this! madam, I'm not at 
leiſure for raillery at preſent, I kave weighty affairs up- 
on my hands; the buſineſs of plicature ; madam, any 


man's ſtatk ſiarivg wad, that's certain. 
maliciouſſy detign'd to let me find my 

EC s? to ict nie know you, only 
Had not cats chance ſhew's me 
J had been happy --- the firſt 
s fatal to me, and this te- 


Lure. Stay, I conjure you, ſtay, 
Wild. Faith, I can't, my bride expects me; but har- 


kee, when the honey- moon is over, about a month or 
two hence, I may do you a ſmall favour. (Exit. 


Lure. 
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Lure. Grant me ſome wild expreflions, heavens! or! 


breaſt --- words, words, or J ſhall burit. [ Going, 
Enter Standard. 
Stand. Stay, madam, you need not ſhun my ſight; for 


if you're perfect woman, you've confidence to out - face 


a crime, and bear the charge ot guiit without a bluſh. 
ure. The charge of guilt! What, making a tool of 


you? Pve don't, and glory in the act. The height of 


female juſtice were to make you all hang or drown. 
Diſſembling to the prejudice of men is virtue ; and eve- 
ry look, or ſign, or ſmile, or tear, that can deceive, me- 
ritorious. FEE 5 
Stand. Very pretty principles, truly — if there be 


truth in woman, 'tis now in thee --- come, madam you 


- ſhall burſt--- woman's weakneſs, man's falſhood, my 
own ſhame, and love's diſdain, at once (well up my 


know that you're ditcover'd ; and, being ſenſible you 


can't elcape, you'd now turn to pay. That ring, madam, 
_ proclaims you guilty, | 


Lure. O monſter, villain, perfidious villain! has he 
told you ? 1 


Stand. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. 


Lure. O name it not --- yes, (peak it out, tis ſo juſt a 


puniſhment for putting faith in man, that I will bear it 


all. And let credulous maids, that truſt their honour to N 
the tongues of men, thus hear their ſhame proclaim'd -- 
Speak now, what his buſy ſcandal, and your improve- 


ing malice both-dare utter. | 
Stand. Your falſhood can't be reach'd by malice, nor 


dy fatyr ; your actions are the juſteſt jibe! on your fame. 


Your words, your looks, your tears | did believe in ſpight 


tain'd your truth. I imagin'd Wildair's boaſting of your 
favours to be the pure reſult of his own vanity : at laſt 


he urg'd your taking preſents of him ; as a convincing 
proof of which, you yeſterday from him received that 
ring --- which ring, that I might be ſure he gave it, I 


lent him for that purpoſe. 5 | 
Lure. Ha! you lent him for that purpoſe? 


Stand. Yes, yes, madam, I lent him for that purpoſe 


— no denying it --- | know it well, for I have worn it 
ne | TEES lang, 


of common fame: nay, 'gainſt my own eyes, I ſtill main- 
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long, and deſite you now, madam, to reſtore it to the 
juſt owner. | ; | 

Lure. The juſt owner! think, fr, think but of what 
importance tis to own it If you have love and honour. 
in your ſoul, tis then moſt juſtly yours; if not, you are 
a robber and have ſtolen it baſely. 

Stand. Ha- your words, like meeting flints, have 


ſtruck a light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange --- But tell 


me inſtantly, is not your real name Manly? 
Lurs. Anfwer me firſt, did not you receive this ring 
about twelve years ago? | 
Stand. I did. | | | Ne 
Lure. And were not you about that time entertain'd 
two nights at the houſe of Sir Oliv Mandy inGxfordſbire? 
Stand. | was, |'was, (runs to her, and embraces her.) 
the bleſt remembrance fires my foul with tranſport --- I 
know the reſt --- you are the charming ſhe, and I the 


happy man. 


Lure. How has blind fortune ſtumbled on the right! 
--- But where have you wander'd ſince ? 'twas cruel to 
forſake me. - | 

Stand. The particulars of my fortune were too tedi- 
ous now; but to diſcharge myſelf from the ſtain of diſ- 


honour, I muſt tell you, that immediately upon ny te- 


turn to the univerſity, my elder brother and I quarrel'e ; 
my father, to prevent farther miſchief, poſts ne away 
to travel: I writ to you from London, but tear the letter 
came not to your bands. Cree 3 
Lure. I never had the leaſt account of you, by letter 
or otherwiſe. ' | 2 
Stand. Three years I lived abroad, and at my return, 


found you were gone out of the kingdom, tho' none 


could tell me whither. Miſſing you thus, I went to 
Flanders, terved my king 'til the peace commenced ; 


_ theneortunately going on board at Rotterdam, one ſhip 


tranſported us both to England At the fir ii light 1 lov- 
ed, tho' ignorant of the hidden cauſe --- you may remem- 
ber, madam, that talking once of marriage, | told you! 
was engaged to your dear felf | meant. | 

Lure. Then men are ſtill moſt generous and brave --- 


and to reward your truth, an eſtate of three thouſand 


pounds a year waits your acceptance: and if I can ſatisfy 
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you in my paſt conduct, and the reaſons that engaged 
me to deceive all men, I ſhall expect the honourable * 
1 of your promiſe, and that you would ſtaß 
with me in England. N 
Stand. Stay! not fame, nor glory e'er ſhall part us 
more. My honour can be no where more conceind 
than here. Þ 
Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. | 
Oh, Sir Harry, fortune has ated miracles ; the tory's | 
ſtrange and teciious, but all amounts to this, That Wo- 
man's mind is charming as her perſon, and I am made | 
convert too to beauty. | 
Wi id. | wanted only this to make my pleaſure perfecl 
Enter Smuggler. N 
 Smug. So, gentleman and ladies, is wy gracious ne- | 
phew, Vizard, among ye? 
Mild. Sir, he dates not ſhe his face among fuch ho- 
nourable company; for your gracious nephew is 
Smug. What, fir ? have a care what you fay. 
- Wild, Avillain, fir. 
 Smug. With all my heart — ru pardon you the beat- 
ing me for that very word. And pray, Sir Harry, when | 
you ſee him next, tell him this news from me, that! 
have ciſinherited him; that I will leave him as poor as 
a diſbanded quarter- maſter : and this is the poſitive and 
ſtiff reſolution of thiee ſcore ard ten; an age, that ſticks 
as obſtinately to its purpoſe, as to che old faſhion of its | 
cloak. | 
Hild. You fee, madam, (To Angel.) how induſtriouſ- | 
ly fortune has puniſh'd his offence to you. : 
Angel. can ſcarcely, fir, reckon it an offence, conſi- 
dering the happy conſe quence ot it. | 
Img. O, Sir Harry, he's as hypocritical 
Lure. As yourſelf, Mr. Alderman : how fares x ny good 
old nurſe, pray, fir? 
Snug. O. madam, I ſhall be even with you before | 
E with your writings and money, that! have in my 
ands. 1 
Stand. A word with you, Mr. Alderman : " you 
| know this pocket- book! 
Smug. O lord, it contains an account of all my ſecret | 
pores in metſog _ ) How came you by it, fir . 
Stand. 
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Stand. Sir Herry here duſted it out of your pocket, 
at this lady's houſe, yeſterday : it contains an account 
of ſome ſecret practices in your merchandizing; among 


the reſt, the counter-part of an agreement with a cor- 


reſpondent at Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French 
wine in Spaniſh caſks — Firſt return this lady all her 
writings, then I ſhall conſider, whether I ſhall lay your 
roceedings before the parliament or not, whoſe jultice 
will never ſuffer your ſmuggling to go unpuniſh'd. 
Smug. O my poor ſhip and cargo! OE 
Clin. ſen. Harkee, maſter, you had as good coine a- 


long with me to the Jubilee now. 


Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a woman 
adviſe. Would you be thought an honeſt man, baniſh 
covetouſneſs, that worlt gout of age; avarice is a poor 
pilfering quality of the ſoul, and will as certainly cheat, 
as a thief would ſteal — would you be thought a retor- 
mer of the times, be lets tevere in your centures, lefs ri- 


gid in your precepts, and more ſtrict in your example. 


Wild. Right, madam, virtue flows more freely from 
imitation, than compulſion; of which, colonel, your 
converſion and wine ate jaſt example,. 


In vain are muſly morals taught in ſchools, 

By rigid teachers, and as rigid rules; 

Where virtue with a frowning aſped lands, 

And fright: the pupil from its rcugb commands. 

But woman | 5 

Charming woman can true converts make, 

We love the precepts for the teacher's ſake. 

Virtue in them appears ſo bright, ſo gay, 
We bear with tranſport, and with pride obey. 
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